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Preface. 



F the Hefperides of Herrick it has been 
faid with truth, that " there is no col- 
leftion of poetry in our language, 
which, in- fonts xelpefibsy more nearly 
refembles the Carmina of 'Cfltullds/''bt)th in beau- 
ties and defeSs ; but oiw coi^tt^aiirlias the advan- 
tage of the poet of Veroiiaj'diatriri addition to his 
feftive and amatory fpifft, ;^^ ^e. *^fteTi charmed 
with piftures of country life and manners, notices 
of old cuftoms and popular fuperftitions, and with 
playful incurfions into Fairyland. Indeed, the ver- 
(atility of Herrick in catching the fpirit of Ana- 
creon, of Horace, or the pathos of Tibullus, as 
the occafion required, gives a varied charm to his 
volume which it is to be regretted fliould ever be 
difturbed by pollutions which were the common 
vice of his age. 

Our poet was defcended in the male line from 
an ancient and honourable family in Leicefter- 
Ihire, Robert Eyrick, of Haughton, who lived irt 
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the middle of the fifteenth century, being his 
mediate anceftor, many of whofe defendants 
mark are recorded in the ample account of 
family coUefted by the diligence of the wor 
John Nichols, in his Hiftory of Leicefterfh; 
Thomas Eyrick fettled in Leicefter, and beca 
a member of the Corporation in 151 1. Jc 
Eyrick was admitted a freeman of the town 
1535, and afterwards held the office of Mayc 
of whom Nicholas Heryck, the poet's father, m 
the fecond fon. Nicholas, it appears, was articl 
about the year 1556, to a goldfmith in Cheapfi< 
in whic)i5)Ct6*2trid**tridft beafteijvards himfelf fl 
tied, mkrt^ifi^;*in-i58'4,VjuliM^, daughter of W 
liam Stone, of: Se^i«i^ejj i/| Bedfordfliire. T 
poet was Qne*of fhfe 'fnThs off this union ; he w 
bom in Ch^ji<5dp/,aft4^Wgti^d at the church 
St. Nicholas Ve^arf ,' Augulf *i4, 159 1 . His fath 
did not furvive his birth much more than a yej 
for he died November 9th, 1592, of the injuri 
received in a fall from an upper window of h 
houfe into the ftreet, and the circumftance of h 
will having been made but two days before th 
event, makes it more than probable that the fa 
was not accidental. Though not extremely wealth] 
he appears to have been in very good circun^ 
ftances, if we confider the difference in the vali 
of money at that time. He eftimated his propen 
at 3000/. but it realifed upwards of 5000/. Tl 
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poet's mother was then left a widow, and at the 
time of her hufband's death was enceinte, giving 
birth to a pofthumous fon, William, in 1593.* 

By his father's will the children were left to the 
guardianfliip of their uncle, afterwards Sir William 
Heyrick, of Beaumanor, and there is therefore no 
reafon to prefume that the poet's '' education as a 
boy was neglefted." His youth appears to have 
been pafied in London, and from more than one 
alluiion to his " beloved Weftminfter" in the fol- 
lowing poems, we may fairly prefume that this 
venerable feminary of education may add him to 
her lift of worthies, t 



• He appears to have had two elder brothers, Thomas, 
who was placed with Mr. MaiTam, a merchant in London, 
but in 1 6 10 appears to have retired into the country, and ' 
to have been afterwards fettled in a fmall farm. To him 
the poem of A Country Life is addreffed. This Thomas, 
it is believed, was the father of Thomas, who in 1688 re- 
fided at Market Harborough, and grandfather of Thomas, 
curate of that town, who publifhed in 1691 a volume oi 
poems 5 he was of Peter Houfe, Cambridge, and dedicated 
his poems to Katharine, third wife of Lord Roos, after- 
wards Duke of Rutland. The principal poem in the /vo- 
lume, The Submarine Voyage ^ is infcribed to the young 
Lord Roos. 

Another brother, Nicholas, was a Levant merchant, and 
married Sufanna, daughter of Dr. William Salter. 

The verfes "To his dying Brother*' were addrefTed 
to this pofthumous child, William. 

•j- In his Tears to Thamyjisy he thus expreffes his regret 
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So uncertain were the few circumftances re- 
corded of Herrick's life, that Anthony a Wood lays 
claim to him as an Oxford worthy, though he could 
find no entry of his name upon the regifters. Mr. 
Nichols has fhewn that he was entered as a fellow 
commoner of St. John's College, Cambridge, in 
1 6 15, and from feveral letters to his uncle,t chiefly 
for pecuniary afliftance in the purchafe of books, 
it appears that he remained at St. John's about 
three years, and then removed to Trinity Hall, 
with the intention of ftudying for the law, but 
where, as he fays, " by reafon of the privacie of 
the houfe, the quantitie of expence will be fliort- 
ened." It does not appear that his legal ftudies 
were long perfevered in, as before he quitted the 
Univerfity he took his degree not in law but in 
' arts. 

He fubfequently entered into holy orders, and 
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at leaving the fcenes of his youth : 

Nefver again Jhall I 'with jinny oar 

Put from or dra'vj unto the faithful Jkore j 

And landing here, or fafely landing there. 

Make ivay to my beloved IVeJiminfter j 

Or to the golden Cheapjide, nxjhere the earth 

Of Julian Herrick gave to me my birth, 

f Four letters by the poet, which were felefted from a 
great number addreffed to his uncle, moftly for a remit- 
tance of money, have been printed by Mr. Nichols, in his 
Hiftory of Leicefterihire, and are fubjoined to this pre- 
iace. 
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having obtained the patronage of the Earl of Exe- 
ter, it appears that by his recommendation he was 
presented by the King to the vicarage of Dean 
Prior, in Devonfhire, in 1629, which became 
vacant by the promotion of Dr. Barnaby Potter to 
the fee of Carlifle. Here he paffed the next nine- 
teen years of his life, and Wood tells us, that '' he 
here exercifed his mufe as well in poetry as in 
other learning, and became much beloved by the 
gentry in thofe parts for his florid and witty dif- 
courfes." 

Whether he had acquired habits which made 
the tranquil life of a country clergyman irkfome to 
him, or from whatever caufe, if we may judge 
from paiTages in his poems, it would appear that 
he was not quite reconciled to the dulnefs and 
obfcurity of his retirement. The river of Dean- 
bourn, near which he refided, he defcribes as rockie 
and rude^ and the inhabitants of its vicinity are 
chanuSterized as 

A people currijh ; churlijh as the feas ; 
And rude^ almoji^ as rudeji falvages. 

And in another place he fays : 

More difcontents I never had^ 

Since I was born^ than here ; 
fVhere I have heen^ andjiill am fady 

In this dull Devon/hire. 
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Yet it was during this period of his life th^/5 
thrown upon the refources of his imagination, 
the beauties of furrounding nature feem to have 
awakened in his mind the love of fong, and, as it 
has been happily faid, '' he acquired that love of 
flowers and of fragrance, which imparted to his 
verfe the beauty of the one, and, the fweetnefs oj 
the other." He himfelf feems to be fenfible o: 
this, for he adds. 

Yet jujily^ too^ I muji confefs 

I ne'er invented fuch 
Ennobled number $ for the prefs 

Than where I loatVdfo much. 

The greater part of the poems contained in h 
Hefperides bear evidence of having been conr 
pofed during his firft refidence at Dean Prior 
many of the moft beautiful are upon rural ful 
je£ls, and others are addrefled to natives of Devoj 
{hire, and we may fairly conjefture, that many • 
the impurities, which fully the brightnefs of \ 
wreath, were added during his refidence in Lo 
don,* in compliance with the tafte and in emu] 



* Yet we may alfo gather that fome of them are to 
attributed to the period previous to his taking orders, 
he himfelf fays : 

Before I *went 
To baniJJiment 
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tion of the fafhion of the wits about town, and, 
from fome mifgivings of his own mind, let us hope 
.contrary to its better dictates. 

In 1648, he was ejefted from his vicarage by 
the predominant puritan party, to whom it is ob- 
vious that his loyal fpirit muft have rendered him 
obnoxious, but it appears that his departure from 
Dean Prior was accompanied by the regrets ot 
all his flock. 

If we may give credit to his own eflFufions upon 
this occafion, he rather hailed his expulfion as a 
deliverance than viewed it as a misfortune : he 
had probably long fighed for the intercourfe of 
more congenial fpirits, and the excitement attend- 
ant upon the wit-combats at the Mermaid ; and 
for the converfe of fuch men as Ben Jonfon, Sel- 
den, Charles Cotton, Denham, and others, with 
whom he appears to have lived in habits of inti- 
macy : and he thus exults in the pro(pe<ft of ex- 
changing what he confidered as his banifhment for 
more congenial fcenes : 

From the dull confines of the drooping wefi^ 
To fee the day-fpring from the pregnant eaft. 
Ravijbt injpiritj I come^ nay more^ I fly 



Into the bathed Weft^ 

I could rehearfe 

A lyric *verfe^ 
Andfpeak it 'with the beft. 
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To thee hleji place of my nativity ; 

London my home Is : though by hard fate fent 

Into a long and dreary banijhment. 

With little expectation of being reftored to his 
living, and perhaps with no wifh to return, on his 
arrival in London, he took up his refidence in St. 
Anne's, Weftminfter, and affumed the lay habit. 
The payment of fifths of the revenues of his 
vicarage, which was cuftomary upon eje6tment, 
was foon cruelly difcontinued, and Walker, in his 
Sufferings of the Clergy, ftates that he was fub- 
fifted by charity. The idea of collecting and pub- 
lifhing his poems at this period, therefore, may 
have originated in an honeft defire to contribute 
to his own neceflities. It is obvious that a volume 
by Robert Herrick, Efquire^ would be received by 
thofe for whom it was intended with more favour 
than if he had ftyled himfelf the Reverend; and as 
he wrote for bread, we may charitably hope that 
it was rather from neceflity than choice, that, to 
fuit it to the depraved tafte of the times, fome 
things were now written and introduced, which 
under other circumftances his better feelings would 
have prompted him to omit. 

There is a tradition at Dean Prior, that Her- 
rick was the originator of Poor Robin's Alma- 
nack, and Nichols remarks, that his poverty during 
his refidence in London renders this not impro- 
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bable ; but it appears that this almanack was firfl: 
publifhedin 1661 or 1662, fo that if Herrick was 
the author, it can fcarcely be attributed to his po- 
verty, as he was then reftored to his vicarage. 
That he may have engaged in other literary pur- 
fiiits during his fojourn in London is highly pro- 
bable, but none of the fruits of his labour are upon 
record. From an entry on the Stationers' Books 
in 1639 of " His Miftrefs's Shade by Robert Her- 
rick," it appears that an earlier publication muft 
have been intended. The entry, which probably 
relates to the Hefperides, was made in 1640, under 
the title of " The feveral Poems written by Ro- 
bert Herrick," but the volume itfelf was not pub- 
lifhed before 1648, though the " Noble Numbers" 
included in it are dated 1647. 

Herrick's name is yet known to the older in- 
habitants of Dean Prior, and Mr. Nichols found 
that the " Farewell to Dean Bourn" was ftill tra- 
ditionally remembered, though imperfeftly, as it 
had never been committed to writing, but con- 
veyed from father to fon by oral inftru<Sio»i. 

On the publication of Dr. Nott's Seleftions 
from Herrick's Hefperides in 18 10, an article ap- 
peared in the Quarterly Review for Auguft of that 
year, which, upon internal evidence, we may with 
fome degree of certainty attribute to the pen of 
Southey, and as the account of a vifit he made to 
Dean Prior in queft of traditional information 



xiv PREFACE. 

about our poet is brief and interefting, it may with 
propriety find a place here. 

'' Being in Devonfliire during the laft fummer, 
we took an opportunity of vifiting Dean Prior, 
for the purpofe of making fome inquiries concern- 
ing Herrick, who, from the circumftance of hav- 
ing been vicar of that parifli (where he is ftill talked 
of as a poet, a wit, and a hater of the country,) 
for twenty years, might be fuppofed to have left 
fome unrecorded memorials of his exiftence behind 
him. 

'' We found many perfons in the village who 
could repeat fome of his lines, and none who were 
not acquainted with his ' Farewell to Dean Bourn,* 
which they (aid he uttered as he crofled the brook, 
upon being ejefted by Cromwell from the vicar- 
age to which he had been prefented by Charles 
the Firft. But they added, with an air of inno- 
cent triumph, ' he did fee it again ;' as was the fad 
after the Reftoration. And, indeed, though he 
calls Devonfliire ' dull,' yet as he admits at the 
fame time, that he never invented fuch ennobled 
numbers for the prefs, as in that ' loathed fpot,' 
the good people of Dean Prior have not much 
reafon to be diffatisfied. 

" The perfon, however, who knows more of 
Herrick than all the reft of the neighbourhood, 
we found to be a poor woman in the 99th year of 
her age, named Dorothy King. She repeated tp 
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us, with great exaftnefs, five of his " Noble Num- 
bers," among which was the beautiful Litany. 
Thefe fhe had learned from her mother, who was 
apprenticed to Herrick's fucceflbr in the vicarage. 
She called them her prayers, which, (he faid, flie 
was in the habit of putting up in bed, whenever 
(he could not fleep ; and fhe therefore began the 
Litany at the fecond ftanza : 

When I lie within my bedy ffff. 

Another of her midnight orifons was the poem 
beginning 

Every night thou doft me fright ^ 
And keep mine eyes from Jleeping^ iffc. 

She had no idea that thefe poems had been printed, 
and could not have read them if fhe had feen 
them. She is in pofleiEon of few traditions as to 
the perfon, manners, and habits of life of the poet ; 
but in return, fhe has a whole budget of anecdotes 
refpefting his ghofl ; and thefe fhe details with a 
carelefs but ferene gravity, which one would not 
willingly difcompofe by any hints at a remote pof- 
Ability of their not being exaftly true. Herrick, 
fhe fays, was a bachelor, and kept a maidfervant,* 
as his poems indeed difcover, but fhe adds, which 

• Prudence Baldwin, whofe memory is enftirined in his 
vcrfes, and who we may prefume from her faithful fervices 
"was dcferving of the poet's efteem. 
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they do not difcover, that he alfo kept a pet-pig, 
which he taught to drink out of a tankard. And 
this important circumftance, together with a tra- 
dition that he one day threw his fermon at the 
congregation, with a curfe for their inattention, 
forms almoft the fum total of what we could col- 
lefl: of the poet's life. After his death, indeed, be 
furnifhed more ample materials for biography, 
and we could fill a volume with the fearful achieve- 
ments of his wandering fpirit ; 

But this eternal blazon muft not he 
To ears offlejh and blood, 

Thefe traditionary tales of two centuries old, ferve 
to fhew the refpeft in which a literary man is held 
even by the vulgar and uneducated." 

Herrick was fucceeded in the Vicarage of Dean 
Prior by John Sym, who held the incumbency 
from 1648 to 1660, foon after which it was re- 
ftored to the author of the Hefperides, who died 
there, but we have no record of thefe his later 
years. It has been conjectured that his death 
took place in 1674, that being the year in which 
his fucceffor was indu6ted into the living of Dean 
Prior. 

As a loyalift and fufFerer in the caufe, there can 
be no doubt that Herrick was popular with the 
Cavalier party, and that his poems were received 
with the favour they deferved by his contempora- 
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rics, for that they were popular muft be inferred 
from the number of them which were fet to mufic 
by Henry Lawes, Laniere, Wilfon, and Ramfay ; 
it is fomewhat difficult to account for the feeming 
negle£l which they experienced in after times. He 
is very briefly noticed by the earlier writers on 
Englifh poetry ; the fliort notices of Phillips, Win- 
fianley and Anthony a Wood, manifeft that they 
were very flightly acquainted with his works, and 
the firft of thefe unjuftlyreprefents him as infpired 
by no goddefs but his maid Prue, but he quaintly 
adds, ** A pretty flowry and paftoral gale of fancy, 
a vernal profpeft of fome hill, cave, rock, or foun- 
tain, but for the interruption of other trivial paf- 
fages, might have made up none of the worft 
poetic landfcapes." 

Wood fpeaks more favourably of his poetry ; 
but Granger, in his Biographical Hiftory, after 
re-echoing Phillips, fays flippantly enough, that 
'* Prue was but indifferently qualified to be a tenth 
mufe." 

About the year 1796, Mr. Nichols, in his dili- 
gent refearches after the worthies of Leicefter- 
fhire, was naturally led to the examination of 
Herrick's poetry, and gave fome notices in the 
Gentleman's Magazine for 1796 and 179 7, which 
were the firft attempts to awaken attention to its 
merits in recent times. The firft edition of Mr. 
George Ellis's Specimens of the Early Englifli 
b 
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Poets omits any notice of him j but in the fecond 
edition, four extrafts are given, not all of them the 
beft that might have been adduced. 

At length, in 1798, Dr. Drake, in his Literary 
Hours, publi{hed three papers on the Life, Writ- 
ings, and Genius of Robert Herrick, in which 
numerous fpecimens of his poetry were given, with 
fuch particulars of his life as he could colledl, and 
an accurate and difpailionate critique upon his 
merits. 

In the year 18 10, Dr. Nott, a phylician of 
Briftol, publifhed a fmall volume containing Se- 
leftions from the Hefperides, but as he 'had been 
anticipated by Dr. Drake in his notices of the 
poet, his preface is very brief; he however added 
a few notes to the poems, which are principally 
illuftratrve, with an occafional critical remark, 
briefly calling the attention of the reader to their 
merits, and pointing out the claffical imitations. 

This publication was noticed in the article in 
the Quarterly Review for Auguft 18 10, which 
has been attributed to Southey, and which muft 
no doubt have tended to make the poet's merits 
and defers more generally known. 

It was not until 1823, that an entire reprint of 
the Hefperides was given, to which was prefixed 
a judicious preface, wherein the editor juftly ob- 
ferves, that *' Sele^tons from the writings of an 
author are not popular. Readers, and above all, 
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readers of poetry, are fond of exercifing their own 
judgment in feleSfing^ upon which they naturally 
place greater reliance than upon that of any editor 
whatever. In this view, it has been thought ad- 
vifable to republifli the whole of the Hefperides^ 
although the work certainly contains much that 
might have been omitted without injury to the 
fame of the author, and probably without dimi- 
nifhing the pleafure of the generality of bis readers. 
At the fame time, it has never been confidered 
neceflary with a view to publication to exclude 
the Miller^ the Reve^ or the Wife of Bath, with 
her facetious prologue, from the Canterbury Pil- 
grimage; or to prune the exuberance of Shake- 
fpeare, Beaumont and Fletcher, or Dryden, — in 
all of whofe writings as. much of impurity is to be 
found as in the Hefperides. There is no good 
reafon why Herrick fliould be differently dealt 
with, more efpecially as his poetry is generally 
illuftrative of the tafte and manners of the times. 
Thefe muft ever be fubjefts of intereft, and the 
Hefperides is therefore now given precifely as it 
was prefented by the author to the public in 
1648." 

" It appears to us," fays a writer already cited, 
** that Herrick trifled in this way folely in compli- 
ment to the tafte of the age ; and that whenever 
he wrote to pleafe himfelf he wrote from the heart 
to the heart." 
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His ** NighUpiecfj* his Corinna going a May 
ingy his Gather ye rofe buds while ye may^ and his 
Mad Maid*s Songj are not greater proofs of his 
tafte and feeling than of his genius. Such real 
poetry as is to be found in his ffT?en he would have 
his Verfes read^ No bajhfulnefs in Beggings Upm 
his departure hence^ His wijh to Privacy^ His 
Alms^ His Winding Sheety and the Epitaph on a 
Child, 

But bom and like a Jhort delight. 

His Thank/giving to God /or his Houfe, and Hii 
Litany, are '' Noble Numbers" indeed. 

Herrick poffefled a vigour of fancy, a warmth 
of feeling, a foundnefe of fenfe, and an eafe of ver- 
fificadon, fufficient to rank him very high in the 
icale of Englifh minor poets ; and we are quite 
convinced that when the lift of thefe is made out 
in future his name will not be forgotten." 

" Herrick," fays Mr. Campbell, " were we to 
fix our eyes on a fmall portion of his works, might 
be pronounced a writer of delightful Anacreontic 
fpirit. He has paflages where the thought ieems 
to dance into numbers from his very heart, and 
where he frolics like a being made up of melody I 
and pleafure, as where he fmgs. 

Gather ye rofe buds while ye may, ^c. 

In the fame fpirit are his verfes 'To Anthea,* 
concluding. 



I 



PREFACE. xxi 

Thou art my life^ my love^ my hearty 

The very eyes of me; 
And hajl command of every party 

To live and die for thee. 

But his beauties are deeply involved in furround- 
ing coarfenefs and extravagance. What is divine 
has much of poetry, that which is human has the 
frailty of flefli/' 

But his moft enthufiaftic admirer and warmeft 
panegyrift, is a writer in the Retrofpeftive Re- 
view, publiflied in Auguft 1823,* and who gave, 
in that mifc^Uany, feleftions from the Hefperides 
which abundantly juftify the following eulogium : 

" While the phlegmatic grace and pedantry of 
Waller, and the grace without pedantry of Carew, 
nave been the fubjefts of general obfervation, the 
varied modulation and exquifite harmony of Her- 
rick's mufe have been totally neglefted. He who 
excels both, not only in ftrufture of his verfe, but 
In the more effential requifites of poetry, is lefi 
known than either. But forgetting the impurities 
of our author, and eftimating the chafter efFuflons 
of his felicitous genius, we do not hefitate to pro- 
nounce him THE VERY BEST OF ENGLISH LyRIC 

Poets. He is the moft joyous and gladfome of 
bards, Anging like the grafshopper, as if he would 
never grow old. He is as frefli as the fpring, as 

* Vol. V. p. 156. 
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blithe as the fummer, and as ripe as the autumn. 
We know of no Englifh poet who is fo abandonne^ 
as the French term it, who fo wholly gives him- 
felf up to his prefent feelings, who is fo much 
heart and foul in what he writes, and this not on 
one fubjeft only, but on all fubjefts alike. The 
fpirit of fong dances in his veins, and flutters 
around his lips — now burfting into the joyful and 
hearty voice of the epicurean ; fometimes breath- 
ing forth ftrains foft as the figh of ' buried love,' 
and fometimes uttering feelings of the moft deli- 
cate penfivenefs. It is that delicate pathos, which 
is at the fame time, natural and almoft playful, 
which moft charms us in the writings of Herrick. 
As for his verfification, it prcfents one of the moft 
varied fpecimens of rhythmical harmony in the 
language, flowing with an almoft wonderful grace 
and flexibility." 

The fame writer obferves, that " Herrick had 
fo very high a notion of the value of his compo- 
fitions, that he conceived it neceflary only to men- 
tion his friends in this volume, in order to confer 
immortality upon them. He conftituted himfdf 
high prieft of the temple of fame, and aflTumed the 
power of apotheofizing fuch writers as he con- 
ceived deferving of that honour, never once dreano- 
ing of the poflibility of both himfelf and his works 
being neglected or forgotten. Many addrefles to 
his friends and relations, avowing his potency in 
this high vocation, are fcattered through his works. 
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Some of them, however, have jufter titles to im- 
mortality than the lay of the poet can confer — 
fuch as Selden and Ben Jonfon, &c." 

Having indicated to the reader, and in fome 
cafes adduced the teftimony to the claim our poet 
has to his attention, he can well difpenfe with any 
further obfervations on our part, and we cannot 
do better than to take our leave of him and the 
poet in the words of his moft ardent admirer. 

*' And now farewell, young Herrick ! for young 
is the fpirit of thy poetry, as thy wifdom is old : 
mayeft thou flourifli in immortal youth, thou boon 
companion and moft jocund fongfter ! May thy 
pureft poems be piped from hill to hill, through- 
out England ; and thy fpirit, tinged with fuper- 
ftitious lore, be gladdened by the mufic ! May 
the flowers breathe incenfe to thy fame, for thou 
haft not left one of them unfung ! May the filvery 
(prings and circumambient air murmur thy praifes, 
as thou haft warbled theirs ! And may thofe, 
who live well, (ing, and thofe, who love well, figh 
fweet panegyrics to thy memory ! Ours {hall not 
be wanting, for we have read thee much, and like 
thee much." 

Trhoufl)alt not all die ; for^ while Love^ s fire Jhines 
Upon his altar J men Jhall read thy lines. 

S. Wv S. 

MiCKLEHAM, Feb. 1846. 
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*^* The following Letters of the Poet to Sir 
William Herrick^ were fele^ied by Mr. Nichols^ 
and publijhed in his Hijiory of Leicejlerjhire,^ from 
a great number^ mojl of them requejling a remit- 
tance ofcajh. 

1. " Sir, my dutie remembred to yourfelf and Lady; 
the caufe effentiall is this : That I would entreat vvou to 
paye to this bringer to Mr. Adrian Marius, bookfeller, in 
the Black Friers, the fome of XL the which my tutor hath 
receaved, to be payde at London. I have buflnefs that 
drawes me from prolixitie ; and I crave pardon for this 
rudenefs, ftill expecting the fun-(hine of youre favoure and 
the daye of happinefs. I end with my prayers for your 
prefervation and health, the beft terreftriall good. Long 
lyf and the afpeftions of Heaven fall upon you. Your 
ever obfequious, R. Hearick. Cambridge, nth of Oc- 
tober." 

2. ** Sir, I prefume againe to prefent another embafTa- 
dor, who, in the beft eloquence that was taught him, 
aboundly thanks you for the larg extent of your tavor and 
kindnefs j which, though prefent time denies to mak any 
oftentation of defert, yet future . . . crownes the expec* 
tation of the hopefuU ; and becaufe the urgent extreamite 
and unexpefted occafion of chamber-roome inftigate ijie to 
fuch importunate demands, I am bold to entreat you that 
the mony might this week be fent me, for necefhtie fer- 
vently requires it j and I am forrie to be the fubjeft of fo 
great a moleftation to your Worfhip ; but, trufting on 
your patience, I am bold to faye that generous minds ftill 
nave the beft contentment, and willingly healp where there 
is an evidencie of want. Thus hoping to tnumph in the 
viftorie of my wilhes, by being not fruftrated in my expec- 
tat^ony I take my leave, and eternally thank you ; living 
to be conufnanded by you and yours to the end of n\orta- 
litie, ever moft obfequious, R, Hearick. 
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" Be it known to all, that I Robert Hearick, fellow- 
commoner of St. John's CoUedg in Cambridg, acknow> 
ledg myfelf to ftand indebted unto my uncle, Sir William 
HearicK, Knight in the fome of tenn pounds, for fo much 
receaved of hun ; to be repayed unto him at all times, I 
faye, receaved tenn pounds. Robert Hearick." 

3. From St, John's in Cambridge, — " Slut timide rogat^ 
nefore docet, — Are the minds of men immutable? and 
will they reft in one opinion without the leaft perfpicuous 
fliewe or chaing ? O, no, they cannot j for, tempora mu- 
taatur^ & nos mutamur in illis : it is an old, but yet yoong, 
faying in our age, * as times chaing, fo men's minds are 

altered.* Oh ! would weere feenc, for then 

fome pittying planet would with a drop ofdeaw refreafh my 
withered nopes, and give a lyfe to that which is about to 
die. The bodie is preferved by foode, and lyfe by hope j 
which, but wanting either of thefe confervers, faint, feare, 
fall, freafe, and die. 'Tis in your power to cure all, to 
infiife by a profufion a duble Ijrf into a fmgle body. Homo 



Aomini Deus; man ihould be foe, and he is commanded fo ; 
but fraile and glaillik man proves brittle in many things. 
How kind Arcefilaus the philofopher was unto Apelles the 
painter, Plutarch in his Morals will tell you ; which fhould 
I here depaint, the length of my letter would hide the 
light of my labour ; which that it may not, I bridle-in my 
quill, and mildly, and jret I fear too rsiftiely and too boldly, 
make knowne and difcover, which mocleftie w^ould con- 
ceale, and this is all : my ftudie craves but your afliftance 
to fiimiih hir with books, wherein flie is moft defirous to 
hiboure. Blame not her modeft boldnes} but fuifer the 
a^rtions of your love to diftill upon hir j and, next to 
Heaven, flie will confecrate hir laboures unto you 5 and 
becaufe that Time hath devoured fome yeers, I am the 
more importunate in the craving. Suffer not the difbince 
to hinder that which I know your difpofition will not 
denie; and now is the time (ttidit florida aetas), which 
proraifes fruitfulnefs for hir former barrennefs, and wifheth 
all to hope. As every thing will have in time an end j fo 
this, which though it would extend itfelf and overflow its 
bounds, I forceiibly withftand it; wifhing this world's 
bappines to follow and attend you in this lyf ; and that 
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with a trFumphant crown of gloric you maye bee crowned 
in the beft world to come. Robert Hearick." 

4,. " After my abundant thanks for your laft great lore 
(worthie Sir), proud of your favoure and kindnels fhewne 
by my Ladie to my unworthie felfe, thus I laye open my- 
felf ; that, for as much as my continuance will not long 
confift in the fpheare where I now move, I make known 
my thoughts, and modeftly crave your counfell, whether it 
were better for me to direft my ftudy towards the Lawe or 
not J which if I Ihould (as it will not be impertinent), I 
can with facilitie laboure myfelf into another Colled g ap- 
pointed for the like end and fhidye, where I aflure myfelf 
the charge will not be fo great as where I now exift; I 
make bold freely to acquaint you with my thoughts j and 
I entreat you anfweare me : this being moft which checks 
me, that my time (I truft) beeing ftiort, it may be to a 
leffer end and fmaller purpofe j but that fliall be as you 
(hall lend direction. Nothing now remaines but my per- 
feft thankfuUnefs and remembrance of your hopeful pro- 
mifes; which when Heaven, working with you, mall 
bring them to performance, I ftiall triumph in the viftorie 
of my wiihes ; till when, my prayers ftiall invocate Heaven 
to powre upon you and your pofteritie the utmoft of all 
eftentiall happinefs. Yours, ever-ferviceable, R. Hearick." 

5. ** Sir, the confidence I have of your both virtuous and 
generous difpofition makes me (though with fome honeft 
reluftation) the feldomer to folicite you j for, I have fo 
incorporated beleef into me, that I cannot chufe but per- 
fwade myfelf that (though abfent) I ftand imprintea in 
your memorie j and the remembrance of my laft beeing at 
London fervd for an eameft motive (which I truft lives 
yet unperiftit) to the effeftuating of my defire, which is 
not but in modefty ambitious, and confequently virtuous j 
but, where freenefs is evident, there needs no feere for for- 
wardnefs j and I doubt not (becaufe fayth gives boldnefe) 
but that Heaven, together with yourlelf, will bring my 
ebbing eftate to an indifferent tyde $ meanewhile I hope I 
have (as I prefume you know) changed my CoUedg for 
one where the quantitie of expence will be ihortned, by 
reafon of the privacie of the houfe, where I propofe to lire i 
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rcclufe tin time contraft me to fome other calling, ftriving 
now with myfelf (retayning upright thcfughts) ooth fpar- 
ingly to live, thereby to ftiun the current of expence. This 
is my dcfire (which I entreat may be performd), that Mr. 
Adrian Marius, bookfeller, of the Blackfiyers, maye be 
payd ten pounds as heretofore, and to take his acquittance. 
Trufting whereto. He terminate your fight, and endj 
hoping to fee your dayes many and good ; and profperitie 
to crown yourfelf and iffue. Ever ferviceable to your 
virtues, R. Hearick. Trinitie Hall, Cam." 

** Sir, that which makes my letter to be abortive and 
borne before maturitie, is ancl hath been my Commenc- 
meht, which I have now overgrown, though I confeis with 
many a throe and pinches of the purfe } but it was necef- 
farie, and the prize was worthie the hazarde ; which make^ 
me lefs fenfible of the expence, by reafon of a titular prero- 
gative — & bonum eft prodire in bono. The effence of my 
writing is (as heretofore) to entreat you to paye for my 
ufe to Mr. Arthour Johnfon, bookfeller, in Paule's Church- 
yard, the ordinarie fume of tenn pounds, and that with as 
much fceleritie you maye, though I could wifti chardges had 
leaden wings and tortice feet to come upon me j fed *votis 
puerilibus opto. Sir, I fix my hopes on Time and you 5 
ftill gazing for an happie flight of biroles, and the retrefh- 
ing blaft of a fecond winde, doubtfull as yet of either for- 
tunes : I live, hoarding up provifion againft the aflault of 
either. Thus I falute your vertues. 

** HopefuU R. Hearick, Cambr. April 16 17.'* 



Prefixed to the original edition of the Hefperides 
is an engraved portrait of Herrick by Marfhall, 
furrounded by emblematic devices ; under which 
is infcribed the following complimentary lines : — 

Tempora cinxijfet foliorum den/tor umbra : 

Debetur genio laurea fylva tuo. 
Tempora et ilia tibi mollis redimijfet oliva ; 

Scilicet excludis verjibus arma tuis. 
Admifces ant i qua novis^jucunda feveris : 

Hinc juvenis difcat^fxmina^ virgo^fenex. 
Utfolo minor es Phoeboyfic major es unus 

OmnibuSy ingenioy mente^ lepore^Jiylo. 

J. H. C. 



Hefperides : 

Or, the Works both Humane and 

Divine of Robert Herricky 

Efq. 



Ovid. 

Effugient avidos Carmina nojira Rogos. 




"To the 

Moji Illujirious and Moji Hopefull 

Prince, CHARLES, Prince 

of Wales. 

I Ell may my Book come forth like Pub- 
lique Day, 
When fuch a Light as Tou are leads 
the way : 

Who are my Works Creator^ and alone 
The Flame of it, and the Expanjion, 
And look how all thofe heavenly Lamps acquire 
Light from the Sun, that inexhaujied Fire : 
So all my Morne^ and Evening Stars from You 
Have their Exijlence^ and their Influence too. 
FullSs my Book of Glories ; but all Thefe 
By You become Immortall Subftances. 
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The Argument of his Book. 

Sing of Brooks^ of BloJfomeSy Birds^ and 
Bozvers : 

Of Jpril^ May^ of June^ and July- 
Flowers. 

I fing of May-poles^ Hock-carts^ WaJJaih^ Wakes^ 
O^ Bride-grooms^ Brides^ and of their Bridall-cakes, 
I write of Touth^ of Love^ and have Acceffe 
By thefe, to fing of cXtzxAy-'WantonneJfe. 
I fing of Dewes^ of Raines^ and piece by piece 
Of Balme^ of Oyle^ of Spice^ and Amber-Greece, 
I fing of Times tranf-Jhifting ; and I write 
How Rofes firft came Red^ and Z////Vj White. 
I write of Groves^ of Twilights^ and I fing 
The Court of iJ4i7^, and of the Fairie-King. 
I write of Hell; I fing, and ever fliall, 
Of Heaven^ and hope to have it after all. 
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^0 his Mufe. 

W Hither, mad Maiden^ wilt thou roame ? 
Farre fafer 'twere to ftay at home ; 
Where thou mayft fit, and piping pleafe 
The poore and private Cottages. 
Since Coats and Hamlets beft agree 
With this thy meaner Minftralfie. 
There with the Reed, thou mayft exprefle 
The Shepherds Fleecie happineffe : 
And with thy Eclogues intermixe 
Some fmooth and harmleffe Beucoltcks. 
There on a Hillock thou mayft fing 
Unto a handfome Shephardling ; 
Or to a Girle (that keeps the Neat) 
With breath more fweet then Violet. 
There, there, perhaps, fuch Lines as Thefe 
May take the fimple Villages. 
But for the Court, the Country wit 
Is defpicable unto it. 
Stay then at home, and doe not goe 
Or flie abroad to feeke for woe. 
Contempts in Courts and Cities dwell ; 
No Critick haunts the Poore mans Cell : 
Where thou mayft hear thine own Lines read 
By no one tongue, there, cenfured. 
That man's unwife will fearch for 111, 
And may prevent it, fitting ftill. 
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To his Booke. 



WHile thou didft keep thy Candor undefil'd, 
Deerely I lov'd thee, as my firft-borne child : 
But when I faw thee wantonly to roame 
From houfe to houfe, and never ftay at home ; 
I brake my bonds of Love, and bad thee goe, 
Regardlefle whether well thou fped'ft, or no. 
On with thy fortunes then, what e'rp they be ; 
If good rie fmile, if bad Pie figh for Thee. 

Another. 

TO read my Booke the Virgin fliie 
May blufli, while Brutus ftandeth by : 
But when He's gone, read through what's writ, 
And never ftaine a cheeke for it. 

Another, 

WHo with thy leaves fhall wipe, at need, 
The place, where fwelling Piles do breed : 
May every 111, that bites, or fmarts, 
Perplexe him in his hinder-parts. 
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To the Soure Reader. 

F thou diflik'ft the Piece thou light'ft on firft ; 
Thinke that of All, that I have writ, the worft : 
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But if thou read'ft my Booke unto the end. 
And ftill do'ft this, and that verfe, reprehend : 
O Perverfe man ! If All difguftfull be. 
The Extreame Scabbe take thee, and thine, for rtie. 

To his Booke. 

COme thou not neere thofe men, who are like 
Bread 
O're-levenM ; or like Cheefe o're-renetted. 



When he would have his Verjes read. 

IN fober mornings, doe not thou reherfe 
The holy incantation of a verfe ; 
But when that men have both well drunke,and fed, 
Let my Enchantments then be fung, or read. 
When Laurell fpirts i'th' fire, and when the Hearth 
Smiles to it felfe, and guilds the roofe with mirth ; 
When up the Thyrfe* is raifd, and when the found 
Of facred Orgies\ flyes, A round, A round. 
When the Rofe raignes, and locks with ointments 
Let rigid Cato read thefe Lines of mine. [ftiine, 
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Upon Julia's Recovery, 

Roop, droop no more, or hang the head, 
Ye Rofes almoft withered ; 



* A Javelin twmd with Ivy. f Songs to Bacchus. 
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Now ftrength, and newer Purple get, 
Each here declining Violet. 
O Primrofes ! let this day be 
A Refurreftion unto ye ; 
And to all flowers ally'd in blood. 
Or (worn to that (weet Sifter-hood : 
For Health on Julia's cheek hath (bed 
Clarret, and Creame commingled. 
And thofe her lips doe now appeare 
As beames of Corrall^ but more cleare. 

To Silvia to wed, 

LEt us (though late) at laft (my Silvia) wed ; 
And loving lie in one devoted bed. 
Thy Watch may ftand, my minutes fly pofte hafte ; 
No found calls back the yeere that once is paft. 
Then, fweeteft Silvia, let's no longer ftay j 
True love, we know, precipitates delay. 
Aw2cy with doubts, all fcruples hence remove ; 
No man at one time, can be wife, and love. 

The Parliament of Rofes to Julia. 

I Dreamt the Rofes one time went 
To meet and fit in Parliament : 
The place for thefe, and for the reft 
Of flowers, was thy fpotleflTe breaft : 
Over the which a State was drawne 
Of Tiffanie, or Cob-web Lawne ; 
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Then in that Parly ^ all thofe powers 
Voted the Rofe, the Queen of flowers. 
But fo, as that her felf fliould be 
The maide of Honour unto thee. 
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No Bajhfulnejfe in Begging. 

O get thine ends, lay Baflifulnefle afide 3 
Who fearei to ajke^ doth teach to he denfd. 



The Frozen Heart. 



I Freeze, I freeze, and nothing dwels 
In me but Snow, and y fides. 
For pitties fake, give your advice, 
Td melt this fnow, and thaw this ice ; 
lie drink down Flames, but if fo be 
Nothing but love can fupple me ; 
rie rather keepe this froft, and fhow. 
Then to be thaw'd, or heated fo. 

To Perilla. 

AH, my Perilla ! do'ft thou grieve to lee 
Me, day by day, to fteale away from thee ? 
Age cals me hence, and my gray haires bid come, 
And hafte away to mine eternal home ; 
'Twill not be long, Perilla^ after this. 
That I muft give thee th^ fupremejl kifle : 
Dead when I am, firft caft in fait, and bring 
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Part of the creame from that Religious Spring ; 
With which, Perilla^ wafh my hands and feet ; 
That done, then wind me in that very {heet 
Which wrapt thy fmooth limbs (when thou didft 

implore 
The Gods proteftion, but the night before) ; 
Follow me weeping to my Turfe, and there 
Let fall a Primrofe^ and with it a teare : 
Then laftly, let fome weekly-ftrewings be 
Devoted to the memory of me : 
Then (hall my Ghofl not walk about, but keep 
Still in the coole and filent fhades of fleep. 

A Song to the Majkers. 

r. /^Ome down, and dance ye in the toyle 
V-> Of pieafures, to a Heate ; 
But if to moifture, let the oyle 
Of Rofes be your fweat. 

2. Not only to your felves affume 

Thefe fweets, but let them fly ; 
From this to that, and fo Perfume 
E*ne all the ftanders by. 

3. As GoddelTe Ifts^ when flie went. 

Or glided through the ftreet, 
Made all that touch't her, with her fcent, 
And whom fhe touch't, turne fweet. 



HESPE^IDES. 



To Perenna. 

WHen I thy Parts runne o're, I can't efpie 
In any one, the leaft indecencie : 
But every Line and Limb difFufed thence, 
A faire and unfamiliar excellence : 
So that the more I look, the more I prove, 
Ther's ftill more caufe, why I the more fhould love. 
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Treafon. 

He feeds of Treafon choake up as they (pring : 
He a£fs the Crime^ that gives it Cherijhing. 

Two Things Odious, 

Wo of a thoufand things, are difallow'd, 
A lying Rich man, and a Poore man proud. 

To his Miftrejfes. 



HElpe me ! helpe me ! now I call 
To my pretty Witchcrafts all : 
Old I am, and cannot do 
That, I was accuftom'd to. 
Bring your Magicks^ Spelsj and Charmes^ 
To enfleih my thighs, and armes : 
Is there no way to beget 
In my limbs their former heat ? 
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Mfon had, as Poets faine, 

Baths that made him young againe : 

Find that Medicine^ if you can, 

For your drie-decrepid man : 

Who would feine his ftrength renew, 

Were it but to pleafure you. 

The Wounded Heart. 

COme bring yonx /ampler^ and with Art, 
Draw in't a wounded Heart ; 
And dropping here, and there : 
Not that I thinke, that any Dart, 
Can make your's bleed a teare : 
Or peirce it any where ; 
Yet doe it to this end : that !,• 
May by 
This fecret fee. 
Though you can make 
That Heart to bleed, your's ne'r will ake 
For me. 

No Loath/omnejfe in Love. 

WHat I fancy, I approve. 
No Dijlike there is in Love : 
Be my Miftrefle (hort or tall. 
And diftorted there-withall : 
Be flie likewife one of thofe. 
That an Acre hath of Nofe : 
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Be her forehead, and her eyes 

Full of incongruities : 

Be her cheeks fo fhallow too, 

As to (hew her Tongue wag through : 

Be her lips ill hung, or fet. 

And her grinders black a^ jet ; 

Ha's fhe thinne haire, hath fhe none, 

She's to me a Paragon, 

To Anthea. 

IF, deare Anthea^ my hard fate it be 
To live fome few-fad-howers after thee : 
Thy facred Corfe with Odours I will burne ; 
And with my Lawrell crown thy Golden Vrne. 
Then holding up, there, fuch religious Things, 
As were, time paft, thy holy Filitings : 
Nere to thy Reverend Pitcher I will fall 
Down dead for grief, and end my woes withall : 
So three in one fmall plat of ground fhall ly, 
Anthea^ Herrick^ and his Poetry, 

The Weeping Cherry. 

I Saw a Cherry weep, and why ? 
Why wept it ? but for fliame, 
Becaufe my Julians lip was by. 
And did out-red the fame. 
But, pretty Fondling, let not fall 
A teare at fall or that : 
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Which Rubies^ Corralh^ Scarlets^ all 
For tinfture, wonder at. 

Soft Muftck. 

THe mellow touch of mufick moft doth wound 
The foule, when it doth rather figh,then found. 

The Difference beiwixt 
Kings and SubieSls. 

TWij^t Kings and Subjefts ther*s this mighty 
. odds, 
Subjects are taught by Men ; Kings by the Gods. 



His Anjwer to a ^ejiion. 

SOme would know 
Why I fo 
Long ftill doe tarry, 

And afk why 

Here that I 
Live, and not marry ? 

Thus I thofe 

Doe oppofe ; 
What man would be here. 

Slave to Thrall, 

If at all 
He could live free here ? 
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Upon Julia's Fall. 

JULIA was careleffe, and withall. 
She rather took, then got a fall : 
The wanton Ambler chanc'd to fee 
Part of her leggs finceritie : 
And ravifh'd thus, it came to paffe, 
The Nagge, like to the Prophets AJJe^ 
Began to fpeak, and would have been 
A telling what rare fights h'ad feen : 
And had told all ; but did refraine, 
Becaufe his Tongue was ty'd againe. 

Expences Exhauft. 

Ive with a thrifty, not a needy Fate ; 
^ Small Jhots paid oft en ^ wajie a vaft ejiate. 

Love what it is. 

Ove is a circle that doth reftlefle move 
^ In the fame fweet eternity of love. 
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Prefence and Abjence. 

Hen what is lov'd is Prefent, love doth fpring ; 
But being Abfent, Love lies languifhing. 
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No Spoufe but a Sifter. 

ABachelour I will 
Live as I have liv'd ftill, 
And never take a Wife 
To crucifie my life : 
But this rie tell ye too, 
What now I meane to doe ; 
A Sifter,- in the ftead 
Of Wife, about rie lead; 
Which I will keep embrac'd. 
And kifle, but yet be chafte. 

^he Pomander Bracelet. 

TO me my yulia lately fent 
A Bracelet richly redolent : 
The Beads I kift, but moft lov'd her 
That did perfume the Pomander. 

T!he Shooe-tying. 

ANthea bade me tye her fhooe ; 
I did ; and kift the Inftep too : 
And would have kift unto her knee, 
Had not her Blufli rebuked me. 
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The Carkanet. 

Nftead of Orient Pearls of Jet, 
I fent my Love a Karkanet : 
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About her fpotlefle neck (he knit 
The lace, to honour me, or it : 
Then think how wrapt was I to fee 
My Jet t'enthrall fuch Ivorie. 

His Jailing from Julia. 

WHen that day comes, whofe evening fayes I'm 
Unto that watrie Defolation : [gone 

Devoutly to thy Clofet-gods then pray, 
That my wing'd Ship may meet no Remora. 
Thofe Deities which circum-walk the Seas, 
And look upon our dreadfiill paflages, 
Will from all dangers re-deliver me, 
For one drink-offering poured out by thee. 
Mercie and Truth live with thee ! and forbeare 
In my fhort abfence, to unfluce a teare : 
But yet for Loves-fake, let thy lips doe this. 
Give my dead picture one engendring kiffe : 
Work that to life, and let me ever dwell 
In thy remembrance, Julia. So farewell. 

How the Wall'Jlower came Jirji^ and 
why Jo called. 

WHy this Flower is now call'd fo. 
Lift, fweet maids, and you flial know. 
Under ftand, this Firft-ling was 
Once a brifk and bonny Laffe, 
Kept as clofe as Danae was : 
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Who a fprightly Springall lov'd, 
And to have it fully prov'd, 
Up fhe got upon a wall, 
Tempting down to Aide withall : 
But the filken twift unty'd. 
So (he fell, and bruifd, fhe dy'd. 
Love, in pitty of the deed, 
And her loving-luckleffe fpeed, 
Turn'd her to this Plant, we call 
Now, The Flower of the Wall 

Why Flowers change colour. 

THefe frefh beauties, we can prove. 
Once were Virgins fick of love, 
Turn'd to Flowers. Still in fome 
Colours goe, and colours come. 

To his MiftreJJe objeSiing to him neither 
Toying or Talking, 

YOu fay I love not, 'caufe I doe not play 
Still with your curies, and kiffe the time away. 
You blame me too, becaufe I cann't devife 
Some fport, to pleafe thofe Babies in your eyes : 
By Loves Religion^ I muft here confefle it. 
The moft I love, when I the leaft expreffe it. 
Small griefs find tongues : Full Cafques are ever 
To give, if any, yet but little found. [found 

Deep waters noyfe-leffe are ; and this we know, 
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That chiding Jireams betray fmall depth below. 
So when Love fpeechleffe is fhe doth exprefle 
A depth in love, and that depth, bottomlefle. 
Now fince my love is tongue-leffe, know me fuch, 
Who fpeak but little, 'caufe I love fo much. 

Upon the Lojfe of his Mijtreffes. 

I Have loft, and lately, thefe 
Many dainty Miftrefles : 
Stately Julia^ prime of all j 
Sapho next, a principall : 
Smooth Anthea^ for a fldn 
White, and Heaven-like Chryftalline : 
Sweet EleSfra^ and the choice 
Myrha^ for the Lute, and Voice. 
Next, Corinnay for her wit. 
And the graceful ufe of it : 
With Perilla : All are gone ; 
Onely Herrick^s left alone. 
For to number forrow by 
Their departures hence, and die. 

The Dream. 

ME thought,laft night. Love in an anger came, 
And brought a rod, fo whipt me with the 
fame : 
Mirtle the twigs were, meerly to imply ; 
Love ftrikes, but 'tis with gentle crueltie. 
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Patient I was : Love pitifiill grew then, 
And ftroak'd the ftripes, and I was whole agen. 
Thus like a Bee, Love-gentle ftil doth bring 
Hony to falve, where he before did fting. 

The Vine. 

I Dream' d this mortal part of mine 
Was Metamorphoz'd to a Vine ; 
Which crawling one and every way, 
Enthraird my dainty Lucia, 
Me thought, her long fmall legs & thighs 
I with my Tendrils did furprize ; 
Her Belly, Buttocks, and her Wafte 
By my foft Nerv*Uts were embrac'd : 
About her head I writhing hung. 
And with rich clufters (hid among 
The leaves) her temples I behung : 
So that my Lucia feem'd to me 
Young Bacchus raviflit by his tree. 
My curies about her neck did craule, 
And armes and hands they did enthrall : 
So that {he could not freely ftir, 
(All parts there made one prifoner). 
But when I crept with leaves to hide 
Thofe parts, which maids keep unefpy'd. 
Such fleeting pleafures there I took. 
That with the fancie I awook ; 
And found (Ah me !) this flefh of mine 
More like a Stocky then like a Vine, 



1 
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^0 Love. 



I'M free from thee ; and thou no more (halt heare 
My puling Pipe to beat againft thine care : 
Farewell my fhackles, (though of pearle they be) 
Such precious thraldome ne'r (hall fetter me. 
He loves his bonds, who, when the firft are broke, 
Submits his neck unto a fecond yoke. 

On Himfelfe. 

YOung I was, but now am old„ 
But I am not yet grown ccJd ; 
I can play, and I can twine 
'Bout a Virgin like a Vine : 
In her lap too I can lye 
Melting, and in fancie die : 
And return to life, if fhe 
Claps my cheek, or kifleth me ; 
Thus, and thus it now appears 
That our love out4afts our yeeres. 

Lovers play at Pujh-pin. 

LOve and my felfe (beleeve me) on a day 
At childifli Pufh-pin (for our fport) did play: 
I put, he pufht, and heedlefs of my fkin^ 
Love prickt my finger with a golden pin : I 

Since which, it fefters fo, that I can prove \ ( 

'Twas but a trick to poyfon me with love : i 
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Little the wound was ; greater was the (mart ; 
The finger bled, but burnt was all my heart. 

The Rofarie. 

ONe afk'd me where the Rofes grew ? 
I bade him not goe feek ; 
But forthwith bade my Julia fliew 
A bud in either cheek. 

Upon Cupid. 

OLd wives have often told, how they 
Saw Cupid bitten by a flea : 
And thereupon, in tears half drownM, 
He cry'd aloud, Help, help the wound : 
He wept, he fobb'd, he call'd to fome 
To bring him Lint^ and Balfamumy 
To make a Tent^ and put it in, 
Where the SteUtto piercM the fkin : 
Which being done, the fretfiill paine 
AflTwag'd, and he was well again, 

The Parcae, or^ Three dainty Dejiinies. 
The Armilet. 

THree lovely Sifters working were 
(As they were clofely fet) 
Of foft and dainty Maiden-haire, 
A curious Armelet. 
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I fmiling, afk'd them what they did ? 

(Faire Dejiinies all three) 
Who told me, they had drawn a thred 

Of Life, and 'twas for me. 
They fhew'd me then, how fine 'twas fpun ; 

And I reply'd thereto, 
I care not now how foone 'tis done, 

Or cut, if cut by you. 
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Sorrowes fucceed. 

Hen one is paft, another care we have. 
Thus woe fucceeds a woe ; as wave a wave^' 

Cherry-pit. 



JULIA and I did lately fit 
Playing for fport, at Cherry-pit : 
She threw ; I caft ; and having thrown, 
I got the Pit, and fhe the Stone. 

To Robin Red-breft. 

LAid out for dead, let thy laft kindneflfe be 
With leaves and mofle-work for to cover me : 
And while the Wood-nimphs my cold corps inter, 
Sing thou my Dirge, fweet-warbling Chorifter ! 
For Epitaph, in Foliage, next write this, 
Here^ here the Tomb of Robin Herrick is. 



\ 
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Difcontents in Devon. 

MOre difcontents I never had 
Since I was born, then here ; 
Where I have been, and ftill am fad, 

In this dull Devon-Jhire : 
Yet juftly too I muft confefle ; 

I ne'r invented fuch 
Ennobled numbers for the Prefle, 
Then where I loath'd fo much. 



To his Paternall Countrey. 

O Earth ! Earth ! Earth ! heare thou my voice, 
Loving, and gentle for to cover me: [and be 
BanifhM from thee I live ; ne'r to return, 
Unlefle thou giv'ft my fmall Remains an Urne. 

Cherrie-ripe. 

CHerrie-Ripe, Ripe, Ripe, I cry. 
Full and faire ones j come, and buy : 
If fo be, you aik me where 
They doe grow ? I anfwer. There, 
Where my yulta^s lips doe fmile ; 
There's the Land, or Cherry-Ile : 
Whofe Plantations fiilly fhow 
All the yeere, where Cherries grow... 
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To his Miftrejfes. 

PUt on your filks ; and piece by piece 
Give diem the fcent of Amber-Greece : 
And for your breaths too, let them fmcll 
Ambrofla-like, or NeSlarell: 
While other Gums their fweets perfpire. 
By your owne jewels fet on fire. 

To Anthea. 

NOw is the time, when all the lights wax dim ; 
And thou, Anthea^ muft withdraw from him 
Who was thy fervant, Deareft, bury me 
Under that Holy-oke^ or Gofpel-tree : 
Where, though thou fee'ft not, thou may*ft think 
Me, when thou yeerly go'ft Proceflion : [upon 
Or for mine honour, lay me in that Tombe 
In which thy (acred Reliques fhall have roome : 
For my Embalming, fweeteft, there will be 
No Spices wanting, when I'm laid by thee. 

The Vifton to Eleftra. 

IDream'd we both were in a bed 
Of Rofcs, almoft fmothered : 
The warmth and fweetnes had me there 
Made lovingly familiar ; 
But that. I h^d thy fweet breath (ay. 
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Faults done by night, will blufli by day : 
I kift thee panting, and I call 
Night to the Record ! that was all. 
But ah ! if empty dreames (o pleafe. 
Love, give me more fuch nights as thefe. 
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Dreames. 

Ere we are all, by day : By night w* are hurl'd 
By dreames, each one, into a fev'rall world. 

^mihion. 



rN Man, Ambition is the common'ft thing : 
L Each one, by nature, loves to be a King. 

His requeji to Jxilia. 

JULIAy if I chance to die 
Ere I print my Poetry ; 
I moft humbly thee defire 
To commit it to the fire : 
Better *twere my Book were dead. 
Then to live not perfefted. 

Money gets the mafterie. 

y Ight thou with fhafts of filver, and o'rcome, 
L^ When no force elfe can get the mafterdome. 
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The Scar-fire, 

WAter, water I defire. 
Here's a houfe of flefli on fire : 
Ope' the fountains and the fprings. 
And come all to Buckittings : 
What ye cannot quench, pull downe ; 
Spoile a houfe, to feve a towne : 
Better 'tis that one fhu'd fall, 
Then by one, to hazard all. 

Upon Silvia, a Miftrejfe. 

WHen fome fhall (ay,Faireoncemy S/fc/^was; 
Thou wilt coniplaine,Falfe now's thy Look- 
ing-glaffe : 
Which renders that quite tarniflit, which was green; 
And Pricelefs now, what Peerlefs once bad been : 
Upon thy Forme more wrinkles yet will fall. 
And comming downe, fhall make no naife at all. 

Cheerfulnejfe in Charitie : or, 
The/weet Sacrifice. 

'^TT^Is not a thoufand Bullocks thies 

JL Can pleafe thofe Heav'nly Deities,^ 
If the Vower don't exprefs 
. In his Offering, Cheerfulnefs*. 
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Once poorCy ftill penurious. 

GOes the world now, it will with thee goe hard : 
The fatteft Hogs we greafe the more with 
To him that has^ there Jhall he added more ; [Lard, 
Who is penurious^ he Jhall Jiill be poore. 

Sweetnejfe in Sacrifice. 

^^nr^Is not greatnefs they require, 

A To be offerM up by fire : 
But 'tis iweetnefs that doth pleafe 
Thofe Etemall EJfences. 

Steame in Sacrifice. 

IF meat the Gods give, I the fteame 
High-towring wil devote to them : 
Whofe eafie natures like it well. 
If we the rofte have, they the fmell. 

Upon Julia's Voice. 

SO finooth, fo iwget, fo filv*ry is thy voice. 
As, could they hear, the Damn'd would make 
no noife ; 
But liften to thee, walking in thy chamber. 
Melting melodious words to Lutes of Amber. 
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Againe. 

WHen I thy finging next (hall heare. 
He wilh I might turne all to eare. 
To drink in Notes, and Numbers, fuch 
As bleffed foules cann't heare too much : 
Then melted down, there let me lye 
Entranced, and loft confufedly : 
And by thy Mufique ftrucken mute, 
Die, and be turn'd into a Lute. 

All things decay and die. 

ALL things decay with Time : The Forreft fees 
The growth, and down-fall of her aged trees; 
That Timber tall, which three-fcore lujiers ftood 
The proud DiSfator of the State-like wood : 
I meane, the Soveraigne of all Plants, the Oke 
Droops, dies, and falls without the cleavers ftroke. 

T*A^ Succejfion of the foure Jweet months. 

FIrft, Jpril^ flie with mellow fliowrs 
Opens the way for early flowers ; 
Then after her comes fmiling May^ 
In a more rich and fweet aray ; 
Next enters June^ and brings us more 
Jems then thofe two that went before : 
Then, laftly, yuly comes, and fhe 
More wealth brings in then all thofe three. 



HESPERIDES. 27 



No Shipwrack of Vertue. To a friend. 

THou fiul'ft with others in this Argus here ; 
Nor wrack or Bulging thou haft caufc to 
But truft to this, my noble pafienger ; [feare : 
Who fwims with Vertue, he (hall ftill be fure 
UlyJfes-YiVR^ all tempefts to endure ; 
And 'midft a thoufand gulfs to be fecure. 

Upon his Sifter4n-LaWy Mijirejfe 
Elizab: Herrick. 

FIrft, for Effufions due unto the dead. 
My folemne Vowes have here accomplifhed : 
Next, how I love thee, that my griefe muft tell, 
Wherein thou liv'ft for ever. Deare, farewell. 

Of Love. A Sonet. 

HOw Love came in, I do not know. 
Whether by th' eye, or eare, or no j 
Or whether with the foule it came 
At firft, infiifed with the fame ; 
Whether in part *ti$ here or there. 
Or, like the foule, whole every where : 
This troubles me ; but I as well 
As any other, this can tell ; 
That when from hence (he does depart, 
The out-let then is from the heart. 
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To Anthea. 

AH my Anthea! Muft my heart ftill break? 
Love makes me write^ what Jhame forbids to 
Give me a kiffe, and to that kiffe a fcore ; \Jpeak, 
Then to that twenty, adde an hundred more : 
A thoufand to that hundred : fo kiflfe on, 
To make that thoufand up a million. 
Treble that million, and when that is done. 
Let's kiffe afrefh, as when we firft begun. 
But yet, though Love likes well luch Scenes as 

thefe. 
There is an Aft that will more fully pleafe : 
Kif&ng and glancing. Toothing, all make way 
But to the afting of this private Play : 
Name it I would ; but being blufliing red. 
The reft He fpeak, when we meet both in bed. 

The Rock of Rubies : and The ^arrie 
of Pearls. 

SOme afk'd me where the Rubies grew ? 
And nothing I did fay ; 
But with my linger pointed to 

The lips of Julia. 
Some afk'd how Pearls did grow, and where ? 

Then fpoke I to my Girle, 
To part l^er lips, and fliew'd them there 
The Quarelets of PearL 
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Conformitie. 

Conformity was ever kndwne 
A foe to Diflblution : 
Nor can we that a mine call, 
Whofe crack gives crufhing unto all. 

"To the Kingy upon his camming with his 
Army into the Weft. 

WElcome,moft welcome to ourVowes and us, 
Moft great, and univerfall Genius ! 
The Drooping Weft, which hitherto has flood 
As one, in long-lamented-widow-hood, 
Looks like a Bride now, or a bed of flowers. 
Newly refrefh't, both by the Sun, and fhowers. 
War, which before was horrid, now appears 
Lovely in you, brave Prince of Cavaliers ! 
A deale of courage in each bofome fprings 
By your accefTe ; O you the heft of Kings ! 
Ride on with all white Omens ; fo, that where 
Your Standard's up, we fix a Conqueft there. 

Upon Rojes. 

UNder a Lawne, then fkyes more cleare, 
Some ruffled Rofes neftling were ; 
And (hugging there, they feem'd to lye 
As in a flowrie Nunnery : 
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They blufh'd, and look'd more frefh then flowers 
Quickned of late by Pearly fhowers ; 
And all, becaufe they were poflefl: 
But of the heat of Julians breaft : 
Which as a warme, and moiftned fpring. 
Gave them their ever flourifhing. 

To the King and Qjieene^ upon their 
unhappy dijiances. 

WOe, woe to them, who, by a ball of ftrife, 
Doe, and have parted here a Man and wife : 
Charls the beft Hufband, while Maria ftnves 
To be, and is, the very beft of Wives : 
Like Streams, you are divorc'd ; but 't will come, 
Thefe eyes of mine fliall fee you mix agen. [when 
Thus fpeaks the Oke^ here ; C and M. fliall meet, 
Treading on Ambers with their filver-feet : 
Nor wil't be long, ere this accomplifli'd be ; 
The words found true, C. M. remember me. 



A 



Dangers wait on Kings. 

S oft as Night is banifli'd by the Morne, 
So oft, we'll think, we fee a King new bom. 



The Cheat of Cupid : Ory The ungentle 
Guefi. 

ONc fdcnt night of late. 
When every creature refted. 
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Came one unto my gate. 
And knocking, me molefted. 

Who's that, laid I, beats there. 
And troubles thus the Sleepie ? 

Caft off, faid he, all feare. 

And let not Locks thus keep ye. 

For I a Boy am, who 

By MoonlefTe nights have fwerved ; 
And all with fhowrs wet through. 

And e'en with cold half ftarved. 

I pittifull arofe. 

And foon a Taper lighted j 
And did my felfe difclofe 

Unto the lad benighted. 

I iaw he had a Bow, 

And Wings too, which did fliiver ; 
And looking down below, 

I fpy'd he had a Quiver. 

I to my Chimney's fliine 

Brought him, as Lave profeffes. 

And chaPd his hands with mine. 
And dry'd his dropping Treffes : 

But when he fck him warm'd. 

Let's try this bow of ours, 
And firing, if they be harmM, 

Said he, with thefe late fhowrs. 
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Forthwith his bow he bent. 
And wedded ftring and arrow. 

And ftruck me that it went 

Quite through my heart and marrow. 

Then laughing loud, he flew 
Away, and thus faid flying. 

Adieu, mine Hoft, Adieu, 
lie leave thy heart a dying. 



To the reverend Shade of his religious Father* 

THat for feven Lufters I did never come 
To doe the Rites to thy Religious Xombe; 
That neither haire Was cut, or true teares flied 
By me, o'r thee, as juftments to the dead: 
Forgive, forgive me ; fince I did not knoAv 
Whether thy bones had here their Reft, or no. 
But now 'tis known, behold, behold, I bring 
Unto thy Ghoft th' Effufed Offering : 
And look, what Smallage, Night-fliade, Cypreffe, 
Unto the fhades have been, or now are due, [Yew, 
Here I devote ; and fomething more then fo • 
I come to pay a Debt of Birth I owe. 
Thou gav'ft me life, but Mortall j for that one 
Favour, He make full fatisfaftion ; 
For my life mortall. Rife from out thy Herfe 
And take a life immortall from my Verfe. 
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Delight in Diforder. 

A Sweet diforder in the dreffe 
Kindles in cloathes a wantonneffe : 
A Lawne about the fhoulders thrown 
Into a fine diftfaftion : 
An erring Lace, which here and there 
Enthralls the Crimfon Stomacher : 
A CufFe negleftfuU, and thereby 
Ribbands to flow confufedly : 
A winning wave (deferving Note) 
In the tempeftuous petticote : 
A carelefle (hooe-ftring, in whofe tye 
I fee a wilde civility : 
Doe more bewitch me, then when Art 
Is too precife in every part. 

To his Mufe. 

WEre I to give thee Baptime^ I wo'd chufe 
To Chrijien thee, the Bride^ the Bajhfull 
Ox Mufe oi Rofes : fmce that name does fit [Mufe^ 
Beft with thofe Virgin-Verfes thou haft writ : 
Which are fo cleane, fo chaft, as none may feare 
Cato the CenfoVy flioM he fcan each here. 

. Upon Love. 

LOve fcorch'd my finger, but did fpare 
The burning of my heart ; 
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To fignifie, in Love my (hare 
ShoM be a little part. 

Little I love ; but if that he 
Wo'd but that heat recall : 

That joynt to afhes fhoM be burnt. 
Ere I wo'd love at all. 



Dean-bourn, a rude River in Devon, 
by which Jometimes he lived. 

DEan-hourn^ farewell ; I never look to fee 
Deane^ or thy warty incivility. 
Thy rockie bottome, that doth teare thy ftreams, 
And makes them frantick, ev'n to all extreames ; 
To my content, I never fho'd behold, 
Were thy ftreames filver, or thy rocks all gold. 
Rockie thou art ; and rockie we difcover 
Thy men ; and rockie are thy wayes all over. 
O men, O manners j now, and ever knowne 
To be A Rockie Generation ! 
A people currifli ; churlifli as the feas ; 
And rude, almoft, as rudeft Salvages : 
With whom I did, and may re-fojourne when 
Rockes turn to Rivers, Rivers turn to Men. 
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Kiffing Ufurie. 

lancha^ let 
Me pay the debt 
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I owe thee for a kifle 

Thou lend' ft to me ; 

And I to thee 
Will render ten for this : 

If thou wilt fay. 

Ten will not pay 
For that fo rich a one ; 

He cleare the fumme, 

If it will come 
Unto a Million. 

By this I gueffle, 

Of happinefle 
Who has a little meafiire : 

He muft of right, 

To th*utmoft mite, 
Make payment for his pleafure. 

To Julia. 

HOw rich and pleafing thou, my Julta^ art, 
In each thy dainty, and peculiar part ! 
Firft, for thy ^een-Jhip on thy head is fet 
I Of flowers a fweet commingled Coronet ; 
I About thy neck a Carkanet is bound, 
' Made of the Rubiey Pearle^ and Diamond : 
A golden ring, that fbines upon thy thumb : 
About thy wrift, the rich * Dardanium. 

* A Bracelet^ from Dardanusfo calVd, 
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Between thy Breaft, then Doune of Swans more 

white, 
There playes the Saphire with the Chryfolite. 
No part befides muft of thy felfe be known, 
But by the Topaz^ Opalj Calcedon. 



1*0 Laurels. 
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Funerall ftone. 
Or Verfe, I covet none ; 
But onely crave 
Of you, that I may have 
A facred Laurel fpringing from my grave ; 
Which being feen, 
Bleft with perpetual! grcene. 

May grow to be 
Not fo much caird a tree, 
As the eternall monument of me. 

His Cavalier. 

Give me that man, that dares beftride 
The aftive Sea-horfe, & with pride^ 
Through that huge field of waters ride : 
Who, with his looks too, can appeafe 
The ruffling winds and raging Seas, 
In mid'ft of all their outrages. 
This, this a virtuous man can doe, 
Saile againft Rocks, and fplit them too ; 
I ! and a world of Pikes paffc through. 



^ 



HESPERIDES. 37 



Zeal required in Love. 

r'Le doe my beft to win, when'ere I wooe : 
i. That man loves notj who is not zealous too. 



The Bag 0/ ^he Bee. 

A Bout the fweet bag of a Bee, 
Two Cupids fell at odds ; 
And whofe the pretty prize fhu'd be. 
They vow'd to afk the Gods. 

Which Fenus hearing, thither came. 
And for their boldnefe ftript them : 

And taking thence from each his flame ; 
With rods of Mirtle whipt them. 

Which done, to ftill their wanton cries. 
When quiet grown fh'ad feen them. 

She kifl:, and wip'd thir dove-like eyes ; 
And gave the Bag between them. 



Love kiird by Lack. 

LEt me be warme ; let me be fully fed : 
Luxurious Love by* Wealth is nourijhed. 
Let me be leane, and cold, and once grown poore, 
I fhall diflike. what once I lov'd before. 
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Tlo his Miftreffe. 

CHoofe me your Valentine ; 
Next, let us marry : 
Love to the death will pine. 
If we long tarry, 

Promife, and keep your vowes. 

Or vow ye never : 
Loves do£trine difallowes 

Troth-breakers ever. 

You have broke promife twice 

Deare, to undoe me ; 
If you prove faithlefTe thrice. 

None then will wooe you. 

To the generous Reader. 

SEe, and not fee ; and if thou chance t'clpic 
Some Aberrations in my Poetry ; 
Wink at fmall &ults, the greater, ne*rthelefle 
Hide, and with them, their Father's nakedne&. 
Let's doe our beft, our Watch and Ward to keep : 
Homer himfelf, in a long work, may fleep. 

'To Criticks. 

ILe write, becaufe He give 
You Criticks means to live : 
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For IhoM I not fupply 

The Caufe, th'eflFea wo'd die. 

Duty to tyrants. 

GOod Princes muft be prayM for : for the bad 
They muft be borne with, and in rev'rence 
had. 
Doe they firft pill thee, next, pluck off thy flcin ? 
Good children kijfe the rodsj that punt Jh fin. 
Touch not the Tyrant ; Let the Gods alone 
To ftrike him dead, that but ufurps a Throne. 

Being once blindy his requeft to Biancha. 

WHen Age or Chance has made me blind. 
So that the path I cannot find : 
And when my falls and ftuaiblings are 
More then the ftones i'th'ftrect by farre : 
Goe thou afore ; and I (hall well 
Follow thy Perfumes by the fmell : 
Or be my guide ; and I fhall be 
Led by fome light that flows from thee. 
Thus held, or led by thee, I fhall 
In wayes confiis'd, nor flip or fall. 



B 



Upon Blanch. 

Lanch iwears her Hufband's lovely j when a 
fcald 
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Has blear'd his eyes : beAdes, his head is bald. 
Next, his wilde eares, like Lethern Wings full 
Flutter to flie, and beare away his head, [ipread. 

No want where there* s little. 

TO Bread and Water none is poore ; 
And having thefe, what need of more ? 
Though much from out the Ceis be fpent. 
Nature with little is content. 



Barly-Break : or, Lajl in Hell. 

WE two are laft in Hell : what may we feare 
To be tormented, or kept Prisoners here ? 
Alas ! if kiffing be of plagues the worft. 
We'll wifli, in Hell we had been Laft and Firft, 



B 



I'he Definition of Beauty. 

Eauty no other thing is, then a Beame 
Flaiht out between the Middle and Extreame. 

To Dianeme. 

DEare, though to part it be a Hell, 
Yet, Dianeme^ how farewell : 
Thy frown, laft night, did bid me goe ; 
But whither, onely Grief do's know. 
I doc befeech thee, ere we part, 
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(If mercifull, as faire thou art ; 

Or elfe defir'ft that Maids (ho'd tell 

Thy pitty by Loves-Chronicle) 

O Dianeme^ rather kill 

Me, then to make me languifh ftil ! 

'Tis cruelty in thee to'th'height, 

Thus, thus to wound, not kill out-right : 

Yet there's a way found, if thou pleafe. 

By fudden death to give me eafe : 

And thus devis'd, doe thou but this, 

Bequeath to me one parting kiffe : 

So fup'rabundant joy fhall be 

The Executioner of me. 



To Anthea lying in bed. 

SO looks Anthea^ when in bed fhe lyes, 
Orecome, or halfe betrayM by Tiffanies : 
Like to a Twi-light, or that fimpring Dawn, 
That Rofes fhew, when milled o're with Lawn. 
Twilight is yet, till that her Lawnes give way ; 
Which done, that Dawne, turnes then to perfeft 
day. 

To Eledlra. 

MOre white then whiteft Lillies fer, 
Or Snow, or whiteft Swans you are : 
More white then are the whiteft Creames, 
Or Moone-light tinfelling the ftreames : 
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More white then Pearls^ or Juno^s thigh ; 
Or Pelops Arme of Tvorie. 
True, I confeffe j fuch Whites as thefe 
May me delight, not fully pleafe : 
Till, like Ixion^s Cloud, you be 
White, warme, and foft to lye with me, 

yi Country life : To his Brother ^ 
M. Tho: Herrick. 

THrice, and above bleft, my (bules halfe, art 
In thy both Laft, and Better Vow : [thou, 
Could'ft leave the City, for exchange, to fee 

The Countries fweet fimplicity : 
And it to know, and praftice ; with intent 

To grow the fooner innocent : 
By ftudying to know vertue ; and to airae 

More at her nature, then her name : 
The laft is but the leaft ; the firft doth tell 

Wayes leffe to live, then to live well : 
And both are knowne to thee, who now can'ft live 

Led by thy confcience j to give 
Juftice to foone-pleas'd nature ; and to fhow, 

Wifdome and (he together goe. 
And keep one Centre : This with that confpires, 

To teach Man to confine defires : 
And know, that Riches have their proper ftint, 

In the contented mind, not mint. 
And can'ft inftruft, that thofe who have the itch 

Of craving more, are never rich. 
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Thefe things thou know*ft to*th*height, and doft 
prevent 

That plague ; becaufe thou art content 
With that Heav'n gave thee with a wane hand, 

(More blefled in thy Braffe, then Land) 
To keep cheap Nature even, and upright ; 

To coole, not cocker Appetite. 
Thus thou canft tearceljr live to fatisfie 

The belly chiefly ; not the eye : 
Keeping the barking ftomach wifely quiet, 

Lefle with a neat, then needfuU diet. 
But that which moft makes fweet thy country life, 

Is, the fruition of a wife : 
Whom, Stars confenting with thy Fate, thou haft 

Got, not fb beautifuU, as chaft : 
By whofe warme fide thou doft fecurely fleep. 

While Love the Centinell doth keep. 
With thofe deeds done by day, which n*er affright 

Thy filken flumbers in the night. 
Nor has the darknefle power to ufher in 

Feare to thofe fheets, that know no fin. 
But ftill thy wife, by chaft intentions led. 

Gives thee each night a Maidenhead. 
The Damafkt medowes, and the peebly ftreames 

Sweeten, and make fbft your dreames : 
The Purling fprings, groves, birds, and well-weav*d 
Bowrs, 

With fields enameled with flowers, 
Prefent their fhapes ; while fantafie difclofes 

Millions of LilUis mixt with Rofes. 
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Then dream, ye heare the Lamb by many a bleat 

Woo'd to come fuck the milkie Teat : 
Whfle Faunus in the Vifion comes to keep^ 

From rav'ning wolves, the fleecie (keep. 
With'thoufand fuch enchanting dreams, that meet 

To make fleep not fo found, as iweet : 
Nor can thefe figures fo thy reft endeare. 

As not to rife when Chanticlere 
Warnes the laft Watch ; but with the Dawne deft 

To work, but firft to facrifice ; [rife 

Making thy peace with Heav'n, for fome late feult, 

With Holy-meale, and fpirting-falt. 
Which done, thy painfull Thumb this fentence tells 

yovefor our labour all things fells us. [us, 
Nor are thy daily and devout affaires 

Attended with thofe defp'rate cares, 
Th'induftrious Merchant has ; who for to find 

Gold, runneth to the Weftern Inde, 
And back again ; tortur'd with fears, doth fly. 

Untaught, to fuffer Poverty. 
But thou at home, bleft with fecureft eafe, 

Sitt'ft, and beleev'ft that there be feas. 
And watrie dangers ; while thy whiter hap, 

But fees thefe things within thy Map. 
And viewing them with a more fafe furvey, 

Mak'ft eafie Feare unto thee fay, 
A heart thrice waWd with Oke^ and Brajfe^ that 

Had^firji^ durji plow the Ocean. [man 

But thou at home without or tyde or gale, 

Canf^ in thy Map fecurely faile ; 
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Seeing thofe painted Countries ; and fo guefTe 

By thofe fine Shades, their Subftances : 
And from thy Compaffe taking fmall advice, 

Buy'ft Travell at the loweft price. 
Nor are thine eares fo deafe, but thou canft heare. 

Far more with wonder, then with feare. 
Fame tell of States, of Countries, Courts, and 

And beleeve there be fiich things : [Kings ; 
When of thefe truths, thy happyer knowledge lyes, 

More in thine eares, then in thine eyes. 
And when thou hear'ft by that too-true-Report, 

- Vice rules the Moft, or All at Court : 
Thy pious wifhes are, though thou -not there, 

Vertue had, and mov'd her Sphere. 
But thou liv'ft fearlefle ; and thy face ne'r fhewes 

Fortune when flie comes, or goes. 
But with thy equall thoughts, prepar'd doft ftand. 

To take her by the either hand : 
Nor car'ft which comes the firft, the foule or faire ; 

A wife man ev*ry way lies fquare. 
And like a furly Oke with ftorms perplext ; 

Growes ftill the ftronger, ftrongly vext. 
Be fo, bold fpirit ; ftand Center-like, unmov'd ; 

And be not onely thought, but prov'd 
To be what I report thee j and inure 

Thy felfe, if want comes to endure : 
And fo thou doft : for thy defires are 

Confin'd to live with private Larr : 
Not curious whether Appetite be fed. 

Or with the firft, or fecond bread. 
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Who keep*ft no proud mouth for delicious cates : 

Hunger makes coorfe meats, delicates. 
Can'ft, and unurg'd, forfake that Larded &re. 

Which Art, not Nature, makes fo rare ; 
To tafte boyl'd Nettles, Colworts, Beets, and eate 

Thefe, and fowre herbs, as dainty meat ? 
While foft Opinion makes thy Genius (ay. 

Content makes all Amhrofia. 
Nor is it, that thou keep'ft this ftrifter fize 

So much for want, as exercife : [hafte it, 
To numb the fence of Dearth, which fho'd finne 

Thou might'ft but onely fee't, not tafte it 
Yet can thy humble roofe maintaine a Quire 

Of finging Crickits by thy fire : 
And the briflcMoufe may feaft her felfe with crums, 

Till that the green-ey'd Kitling comes. 
Then to her Cabbin, bleft fhe can efcape 

The fudden danger of a Rape. 
And thus thy little-well-kept-ftock doth prove. 

Wealth cannot make a life^ hut Love. 
Nor art thou fo clofe-handed, but can*ft fpcnd 

(Counfell concurring with the end) 
As well as fpare : ftill conning o'r this Theame, 

To fhun the firft, and laft extreame. 
Ordaining that thy fmall ftock find no breach. 

Or to exceed thy Tether's reach : 
But to live round, and clofe, and wifely true 

To thine owne felfe ; and knowne to few. 
Thus let thy Rurall Sanftuary be 

Elizium to thy wife and thee ; 
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There to diiport your felves with golden meafure : 

For feldome ufe commends the pleafure. 
Live, and live bleft; thrice happy Paire; Let 

But loft to one, be th'others death. [Breath, 
And as there is one Love, one Faith, one Troth, 

Be fo one Death, one Grave to both. 
Till when, in fuch aflurance live, ye may 

Nor feare, or wifh your dying day. 

Divination by a DaffadilL 

WHen a Daffadill I fee. 
Hanging down his head tVar^s me ; 
Guefle I may, what I muft be : 
Firft, I fhall decline my head ; 
Secondly, I fhall be dead ; 
Laftly, lafely buryed. 

To the Painter y to draw him a Piilure. 

COme, fkilfull Lupo^ now, and take 
Thy Bice^ thy Vmber^ Pink^ and Lake ; 
And let it be thy Penfil's ftrife, 
To paint a Bridgeman to the life : 
Draw him as like too, as you can. 
An old, poore, lying, flattering man : 
His cheeks be-pimpled, red and blue \ 
His nofe and lips of mulbrie hiew. 
Then for an eafie fenfie, place 
A Burling iron for his face : 
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Next, make his cheeks with breath to fwell. 
And for to fpeak, if poflible : 
But do not fo ; for feare, left he 
Sho*d by his breathing, poyfon thee. 

Upon CuiFe. Epig. 

CVffe comes to Church much ; but he keeps 
his bed 
Thofe Sundayes onely, when as Briefs are read. 
This makes Cuffe dull ; and troubles him the moft, 
Becaufe he cannot fleep i'th'Church, free-coft. 

Upon Fone a SchooUmafter. Epig. 

FOne fayes, thofe mighty whifkers he do*s weare, 
Are twigs of Birch, and willow, growing there : 
If fo, we'll think too, when he do's condemne 
Boyes to the lafli, that he do's whip with them. 

A Lyrick to Mirth. 

WHile the milder Fates confent. 
Let's enjoy our merryment : 
Drink, and dance, and pipe, and play ; 
Kiffe our Dollies night and day : 
Crown'd with clufters of the Vine ; 
Let us fit, and quafFe our wine. 
Call on Bacchus ; chaunt his praife ; 
Shake the Thyrfe^ and bite the Bayes : 
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Rouze Anacreon from the dead ; 
And return him drunk to bed : 
Sing o're Horace ; for ere long 
Death will come and mar the fong : 
Then fhall Wilfon and Gotiere 
Never fing, or play more here. 

To the Earle of JVeJlmerland, 

WHen my Date's done, and my gray Age 
muft die ; 
Nurfe up, great Lord, this my Pofterity : 
Weak though it be ; long may it grow, and ftand, 
Shor'd up by you, (Brave Earle of IVeJimerland.) 

Againft Love. 

WHen ere my heart, Love's warmth, but en- 
tertaines, 
O Froft ! O Snow ! O Haile ! forbid the Banes. 
One drop now deads a fpark ; but if the fame 
Once gets a forc^^ Floods cannot quench the flame. 
Rather then love, let me be ever loft ; 
Or let me 'gender with eternall froft. 

Upn Julia's Riband. 

AS fhews the Aire,when with a Rain-bow grac'd ; 
So fmiles that Riband 'bout my Julians wafte : 

Or like Nay 'tis that Zonulet of love. 

Wherein all pleafures of the world are wove. 

£ 
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The Frozen Zone : or, Julia diJdainfulL 

W Hither ? Say, whither (hall I fly. 
To flack thefe flames wherein I frie ? 
To the Treafures, fliall I goe, 
Of the Raine, Frofl:, Haile, and Snow ? 
Shall I fearch the under-ground. 
Where all Damps, and Mifts are found ? 
Shall I feek, for fpeedy eafe. 
All the floods, and frozen feas ? 
Or defcend into the deep. 
Where etemall cold does keep ? 
Thefe may coole ; but there's a Zone 
Colder yet then any one : 
That's my Julia's breaft j where dwels 
Such defl:ru£bive Yficles ; 
As that the Congelation will 
Me fooner ftarve, then thofe can kill. 



An Epitaph upon ajober Matron. 

With blamelefle carriage, I liv'd here. 
To' th' almoft fev'n and fortieth yeare. 
Stout fons I had, and thofe twice three ; 
One onely daughter lent to me : 
The which was made a happy Bride, 
But thrice three Moones before (he d/d. 
My modeft wedlock, that was known 
Contented with the bed of one. 
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To the Patron of PoetSy M. End: Porter. 

LEt there be Patrons ; Patrons like to thee. 
Brave Porter ! Poets ne'r will wanting be : 
FahiuSj and Cotta^ Lentulus^ all live 
In thee, thou Man of Men ! who here do*ft give 
Not onely fubjeiJl-matter for our wit. 
But likewife Oyle of Maintenance to it : 
For which, before thy Threfliold, we'll lay downe 
Our Thyrfe, for Scepter; and our Baies forCrown. 
For to fky truth, all Garlands are thy due j 
The Laurellj Mirtle^ Oke^ and Ivie too. 

Thefadnejfe of Things for Sapho*s Sicknejfe^ 

L lilies will languifli ; Violets look ill ; 
Sickly the Prim-rofe ; pale the Daffadill : 
That gallant Tulip will hang down his head. 
Like to a Virgin newly ravifhed. 
Panfies will weep ; and Marygolds will wither ; 
And keep a Faft, and Funerall together. 
If Sapho droop ; Dailies will open never. 
But bid Good-night, and clofe their lids for ever. 

Leanders Ohfequies, 

WHen as I^eander young was drownM, 
No heart by love received a wound ; 
But on a Rock himfelfe fate by. 
There weejMng fup'rabundantly* 



52 HESPERIDES. 

Sighs numberlefle he caft about, 
And all his Tapers thus put out : 
His head upon his hand he laid ; 
And fobbing deeply, thus he faid. 
Ah, cruell Sea ! and looking on't. 
Wept as he'd drowne the Hellefpont. 
And fure his tongue had more expreft. 
But that his teares forbad the reft. 

Hope heartens. 

NOne goes to warfare, but with this intent ; 
Thegaines muft dead the feare of detriment. 

Foure Things make us happy here. 

HEalth is the firft good lent to men ; 
A gentle difpofition then : 
Next, to be rich by no by-wayes ; 
Laftly, with friends t'enjoy our dayes. 

His Parting from Mrs Dorothy Keneday. 

WHen I did goe from thee, I felt that fmart, 
Which Bodies do, when Souls from them 
depart. [fee 

Thou did'ft not mind it ; though thou then might'ft 
Me turn'd to tears j yet did'ft not weep for me. 
'Tis true, I kift thee ; but I co'd not heare 
Thee fpend a figh, t'accompany my teare. 



•s 
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Me thought 'twas ftrange, that thou fo hard fho'dft 
prove, [love. 

Whofe heart, whofe hand, whofe ev'ry part (pake 
Prethee (left Maids flio'd cenfure thee) but fay 
Thou fhed'ft one teare, when as I went away ; 
And that will pleafe me fomewhat : though I know. 
And Love will fwear't, my Deareft did not fo. 

The Teare fent to her from Stanes. 

1. /^^ Lide, gentle ftreams, and beare 
VJ Along with you my teare 

To that coy Girle ; 
Who fmiles, yet flayes 
Me with delayes ; 
And firings my tears as Pearle. 

2. See ! fee, file's yonder fet. 
Making a Carkanet 

Of Maiden-flowers ! 
There, there prefent 
This Orient, 
And Pendant Pearle of ours. 

3. Then fay, Pve fent one more 
Jem to enrich her fiore ; 

And that is all 
Which I can fend. 
Or vainly fpend. 
For tears no more will fall. 
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4. Nor will I feek fupply 
Of them, the fpring's once drie ; 

But He devife, 
(Among the reft) 
A way that's beft 
How I may fave mine eyes. 

5. Yet fay ; fho'd fhe condemne 
Me to furrender them j 

Then fay ; my part 
Muft be to weep 
Out them, to keep 
A poore, yet loving heart. a 

6. Say too. She wo*d have this ; ^ 
She fliall : Then my hope is, . 

That when I'm poore. 
And nothing have 
To fend, or fave ; 
I'm fure fhe'll afk no more. 



Upon one Lillie, who marry ed with a Maid 
calVd Rofe. 

WHat times of fweetnefle this feire day fore- 
fliows. 
When as the Lilly marries with the Rofe ! 
What next is lookt for ? but we all fho'd fee 
To fpring from thefe a fweet Pofterity. 



\ 
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An Epitaph upon a Child. 

Virgins promise when I dy'd, 
That they wo'd each Primrofe-tide, 
Duely, morne and ev'ning, come, 
And with Flowers drefle my Tomb. 
Having promis'd, pay your debts, 
Maids, and here ftrew Violets. 

Upon Scobble. Epig. 

S Cobble for Whoredome whips his wife ; and cryes, 
He*ll flit her nofe ; But blubb'ring, flie replyes, 
Good Sir, make no more cuts i'th'outward (kin. 
One flit's enough to let Adultry in. 

The Houre-glajfe. 

THat Houre-glaflTe, which there ye fee 
With Water fiU'd, Sirs, credit me. 
The humour was, as I have read. 
But Lovers tears inchriftalled. 
Which, as they drop by drop doe pafl^e 
From th*upper to the under-glafl!e. 
Do in a trickling manner tell, 
(By many a watrie fyUable) 
That Lovers tears in life-time fhed. 
Do reftlefs run when they are dead. 
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His Fare-well to Sack. 

FArewell, thou Thing, dme-paft fo knowne, fo 
deare 
To me, as blood to life and fpirit : Neare, 
Nay, thou more neare then kindred, friend, man, 
Male to the female, foule to body : Life [wife, 
To quick a6Hon, or the warme foft fide 
Of the refigning, yet refitting Bride. 
The kifle of Virgins ; Firft-fruits of the bed ; 
Soft fpeech, fmooth touch, the lips, the Maiden- 
head : 
Thefe, and a thoufand fweets, co'd never be 
So neare, or deare, as thou waft once to me. 
O thou the drink of Gods, and Angels ! Wine 
That fcatter'ft Spirit and Luft ; whofe pureft (hine. 
More radiant then the Summers Sun-beams fhowsj 
Each way illuftrious, brave j and like to thofe 
Comets we fee by night ; whofe ihagg'd portents 
Fore-tell the comming of fome dire events : 
Or fome full flame, which with a pride afpires, 
Throwing about his wild, and a£live fires. 
'Tis thou, above Neftar, O Divineft foule ! 
(Eternall in thy felf) that canft controule 
That, which fubverts whole nature, grief and care ; 
Vexation of the mind, and danm'd De(paire. 
'Tis thou, alone, who with thy Miftick Fan, 
Work'ft more then Wifdome, Art, or Nature can, 
To rouze the facred madnefle j and awake 
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The froft-bound-blood, and fpirits ; and to make 
Them frantick with thy raptures, flalhing through 
The foule, like lightning, and as aftive too. 
'Tis not Apollo can, or thofc thrice three 
Cajialian Sifters, fing, if wanting thee. 
Horace^ Anacreon both had loft their feme, 
Had'ft thou not fill'd them with thy fire and flame. 
Phabean fplendour ! and thou Thefpian fpring ! 
Of which, fweet Swans muft drink, before they fmg 
Their true-pacM Numbers, and their Holy-Layes, 
Which makes them worthy Cedar^ and the Bayes. 
But why ? why longer doe I gaze upon 
Thee with the eye of admiration ? 
Since I muft leave thee j and enforc'd, muft (ay 
To all thy witching beauties, Goe, Away. 
But if thy whimpring looks doe aik me why ? 
Then know, that Nature bids thee goe, not I. 
'Tis her erroneous felf has made a braine 
Uncapable of fuch a Soveraigne, 
As is thy powerfuU felfe. Prethee not fmile ; 
Or fmile more inly ; left thy looks beguile 
My vowes denounced in zeale, which thus much 

fliow thee. 
That I have (worn, but by thy looks to know thee. 
Let others drink thee freely ; and defire 
Thee and their lips efpous'd ; while I admire. 
And love thee ; but not tafte thee. Let my Mufe 
Faile of thy former helps ; and onely ufe 
Her inadult'rate ftrength : what's done by me 
Hereafter, flxall fmell of the Lamp, not thee. 
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Upon Glafco. Epig. 

GLafco had none, but now fome teeth has got ; 
Which though they fiirre, will neither ake, 
or rot. 
Six teeth he has, whereof twice two are known 
Made of a Haft, that was a Mutton-bone. 
Which not for ufe, but meerly for the fight, 
He weares all day, and drawes thofe teeth at night. 

Upon Mrs. Eliz: Wheeler, under the name 
of Amarillis. 

SWeet Amarillis^ by a Spring's 
Soft and foule-melting murmurings, 
Slept ; and thus fleeping, thither flew 
A Robin-Red hreft ; who at view, 
Not feeing her at all to ftir. 
Brought leaves and mofle to cover her : 
But while he, perking, there did prie 
About the Arch of either eye ; 
The lid began to let out day ; 
At which poore Robin flew away : 

And feeing her not dead, but all difleavM ; 

He chirpt for joy, to fee himfelf difceav'd. 

The Cuftard. 

FOr fecond courfe, laft night, a Cuftard came 
To th'board, fohot, as none co'd touch the fame : 
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Fur%e^ three or foure times with his cheeks did blow 
Upon the Cuftard, and thus cooled fo ; 
It feem'd by this time to admit the touch : 
But none co'd eate it, 'caufe it ftunk fo much. 

^0 Myrrha hard-hearted. 

Fold now thine armes ; and hang the head, 
Like to a Lillie withered : 
Next, look thou like a fickly Moone ; 
Or like Jocajia in a iwoone. 
Then weep, and figh, and fofUy goe. 
Like to a widdow drown'd in woe : 
Or like a Virgin full of ruth. 
For the loft fweet-heart of her youth : 
And all becaufe, Faire Maid, thou art 
Infenfible of all my fmart ; 
And of thofe evill dayes that be 
Now pofting on to punifli thee. 
The Gods are eafie, and condemne 
All fuch as are not foft like them. 



'The Eye, 

MAke me a heaven ; and make me there 
Many a leffe and greater fpheare. 
Make me the ftraight, and oblique lines ; 
The Motions, Lations, and the Signes. 
Make me a Chariot, and a Sun ; 
And let them through a Zodiac run : 
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Next, place me Zones, and Tropicks there ; 

With all the Seafons of the Yeare. 

Make me a Sun-fet ; and a Night : 

And then prefent the Mornings-light 

Cloath'd in her Chamlets of Delight. 

To thefe, make Clouds to poure downe raine ; 

With weather foule, then faire againe. 

And when, wife Artift, that thou haft. 

With all that can be, this heaven grac't ; 

Ah ! what is then this curious fkie, 

But onely my Corinna's eye ? 

Upon the much lamented^ Mr. J. Warr. 

WHat Wifdome, Learning, Wit, or Worth, 
Youth, or fweet Nature, co'd bring forth, 
Refts here with him ; who was the Fame, 
The Volume of himfelfe, and Name. 
If, Reader, then thou wilt draw neere. 
And doe an honour to thy teare ; 
Weep then for him, for whom laments 
Not one, but many Monuments. 

Upn GryU. 

GRyll eates, but ne're fayes Grace ; To fpeak 
the troth, 
Gryll either keeps his breath to coole his broth ; 
Or elfe becaufe GrilVs rofte do's burn his Spit, 
Gryll will not therefore fay a Grace for it. 
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The Sufpition upon his over-much Familiarity 
with a Gentlewoman. 

ANd muft we part, becaufe fome fay, 
Loud is our love, and loofe our play. 
And more then well becomes the day? 
Alas, for pitty ! and for us 
Moft innocent, and injured thus. 
Had we kept clofe, or play'd within, 
Sufpition now had been the finne. 
And fhame had foUow'd long ere this, 
T'ave plagu'd, what now unpuniflit is. 
But we as fearlefle of the Sunne, 
As feultlefle ; will not wifli undone. 
What now is done : fince where no Jin 
Unbolts the doore^ no Jhame comes in. 
Then, comely and moft fragrant Maid, 
Be you more warie, then afraid 
Of thefe Reports ; becaufe you fee 
The faireft moft fufpefted be. 
The common formes have no one eye. 
Or eare of burning jealoufle 
To follow them : but chiefly, where 
Love makes the cheek, and chin a fphere 
To dance and play in : Truft me, there 
Sufpicion queftions every haire. 
Come, you are faire ; and flio'd be feen 
While you are in your fprightfuU green : 
And what though you had been embrac't 
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By me, were you for that unchaft ? 
No, no, no more then is yond' Moone, 
Which (hining in her perfect: Noone \ 
In all that great and glorious light. 
Continues cold, as is the night. 
Then, beauteous Maid, you may retire ; 
And as for me, my chaft defire 
Shall move t' wards you ; although I fee 
Your face no more : So live you free 
From Fames black lips, as you from me. 



s 



Single Life moft Jecure. 

Ufpicion, Difcontent, and Strife, 
Come in for Dowrie with a Wife. 



^he Curje. A Song. 



GOe, perjur'd man ; and if thou ere return 
To fee the fmall remainders in mine Urne: 
When thou (halt laugh at my Religious duft ; 
And a(k, Where's now the colour, forme and truft 
Of Woman's beauty ? and with hand more rude 
Rifle die Flowers which the Virgins ftrew'd : 
Know, I have pray'd to Furie, that fome wind 
May blow my aflies up, and ftrike thee blind. 
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The wounded Cupid. Song. 

Cupid as he lay among 
Rofes^ by a Bee was ftung. 
Whereupon in anger flying 
To his Mother, faid thus crying ; 
Help ! O help ! your Boy's a dying. 
And why, my pretty Lad, faid flie ? 
Then blubbering, replyed he, 
A winged Snake has bitten me, 
Which Country people call a Bee. 
At which fhe fmil'd ; then with her hairs 
And kilFes drying up his tears : 
Alas ! faid (he, my Wag ! if this 
Such a pernicious torment is : 
Come tel me then, how great's the finart 
Of thofe, thou woundeft with thy Dart ! 

To Dewes. A Song. 

I Burn, I burn ; and beg of you 
To quench, or coole me with your Dew. 
I frie in fire, and fo confume. 
Although the Pile be all perfume. 
Alas ! the heat and death's the fame ; 
Whether by choice, or common flame : 
To be in Oyle of Rofes drown'd, 
Or water ; where's the comfort found ? 
Both bring one death ; and I die here, 
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Unlefle you coole me with a Teare : 

Alas ! I call J but ah ! I fee 

Ye coole, and comfort all, but me. 



T 



Some Comfort in Calamity. 

O conquer'd men, fome Comfort 'tis to fell 
By th'hand of him who is the Generall. 

The Vifion. 



Sitting alone, as one forfook, 
Clofe by a Silver-fliedding Brook ; 
With hands held up to Love, I wept ; 
And after forrowes fpent, I flept : 
Then in a Vifion I did fee 
A glorious forme appeare to me : 
A Virgins face flie had ; her dreffe 
Was like a fprightly SpartaneJJe. 
A filver bow with green filk ftrung, 
Down from her comely fhoulders hung : 
And as flie ftood, the wanton Aire 
Dandled the ringlets of her haire. 
Her legs were fuch Diana fhows, 
When tuckt up flie a hunting goes ; 
With Bufkins fliortned to defcrie 
The happy dawning of her thigh : 
Which when I faw, I made accefle 
To kifle that tempting nakedneffe : 
But flie forbad me, with a wand 
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Of Mirtle fhe had in her hand : 
And chiding me, faid, Hence, remove, 
Herrick^ thou art too coorfe to love. 

Love me little y love me long, 

YOu fay, to me-v7ards your afFeftion's ftrong ; 
Pray love me little, fo you love me long. 
Slowly goes forre : The meane is beft : Defire 
Grown violent, do's either die, or tire. 

Upon a Virgin kijjing a Rofe. 

»/-TpsWas but a fmgle Rofe^ 
A Till you on it did breathe ; 

But fince, me thinks, it fliows 
Not fo much Rofe^ as Wreathe. 

Upon a Wife that dyed mad 
with Jealoujie. 

IN this little Vault fhe lyes. 
Here, with all her jealoufies : 
Quiet yet ; but if ye make 
Any noife, they both will wake. 
And fuch fpirits raife, 'twill then 
Trouble Death to lay agen. 
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Upon the Bi/hop of Lincolne's 
Imprijonment. 

NEver was Day fo over-fick with fhowres. 
But that it had fome intermitting houres. 
Never was Night fo tedious, but it knew 
The Laft Watch out, and faw the Dawning too. 
Never was Dungeon fo obfcurely deep, 
Wherein or Light, or Day, did never peep. 
Never did Moone fo ebbe, or feas fo wane. 
But they left Hope-feed to fill up againe. 
So you, my Lord, though you have now your ftay, 
Your Night, your Prifon, and your Ebbe ; you may 
Spring up afrelh ; when all thefe mifts are fpent, 
And Star-like, once more, guild our Firmament. 
Let but That Mighty Cefar fpeak, and then. 
All bolts, all barres, all gates fhall cleave ; as when 
That Earth-quake fliook the houfe, and gave the 

ftout 
Apoftles, way, unfhackled, to goe out. 
This, as I wifh for, fo I hope to fee ; 
Though you, my Lord, have been unkind to me : 
To wound my heart, and never to apply. 
When you had power, the meaneft remedy : 
Well ; though my griefe by you was gall'd, the 

more ; 
Yet I bring Balme and Oile to heal your fore. 
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Dijfwafions from Idlenejfe. 

CTNTHIUS pluck ye by the eare, 
That ye may good doftrine heare. 
Play not with the maiden-haire j 
For each Ringlet there's a fnare. 
Cheek, and eye, and lip, and chin ; 
Thefe are traps to take fooles in. 
Armes, and hands, and all parts elfe, 
Are but Toiles, or Manicles 
Set on purpofe to enthrall 
Men, but SlothfuUs moft of all 
Live employ'd, and fo live free 
From thefe fetters ; like to me 
Who have found, and ftill can prove. 
The lazie man the mojl doth love. 

Upon Strut. 

STRUTy once a Fore-man of a Shop we knew i 
But turn'd a Ladies Ufber now, 'tis true : 
Tell me, has Strut got ere a title more ? 
No ; he's but Fore-man, as he was before. 

yin Epithatamie to Sir Thomas Southwell 
and his Ladie. 



N 



Ow, now's the lime \ fo oft by truth 
PromiPd fho'd come to crown your youth. 
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Then Faire ones, doe not wrong 
Your joyes, by ftaying long : 
Or let Love's fire goe out. 
By lingring thus in doubt : 
But learn, that Time once loft. 
Is ne'r redeemed by coft. 
Then away j come, Hymen^ guide 
To the bed, the bafhfull Bride. 

II. 
Is it, fweet maid, your fault thefe holy 
Bridall-Rites goe on fo flowly ? 
Deare, is it this you dread. 
The lofle of Maiden-head ? 
Beleeve me ; you will moft 
Efteeme it when *tis loft : 
Then it no longer keep. 
Left Iflue lye afleep. 
Then away ; come, Hymen^ guide 
To the bed, the baflifuU Bride. 

III. 
Thefe Precious-Pearly-Purling teares. 
But fpring from ceremonious feares. 
And 'tis but Native fliame. 
That hides the loving flame : 
And may a while controule 
The foft and amVous foule ; 
But yet. Loves fire will waft 
Such baftifulneflTe at laft. 
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Then away ; come, Hymen^ guide 
To the bed, the bafhfull Bride. 

IV. 

Night now hath watch'd her felf half blind j 
Yet not a Maiden-head refign'd ! 

Tis ftrange, ye will not flie 

To Love's fweet myfterie. 

Might yon Full-Moon the fweets 

Have, promifd to your fheets ; 

She foon wo'd leave her fpheare. 

To be admitted there. 
Then away ; comej Hynun^ guide 
To the bed, the bafhfull Bride. 

V. 

On, on devoutly, make no ftay ; 
While Domiduca leads the way : 

And Genius who attends 

The bed for luckie ends : 

With Juno goes the houres. 

And Graces ftrewing flowers. 

And the boyes with fweet tunes fing, 

Hymen ! O Hymen ! bring 
Home the Turtles ; Hymen^ guide 
To the bed, the bafhfull Bride. 

VI. 

Behold ! how Hymen^s Taper-light 
Shews you how much is fpent of night. 
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See, fee the Bride-groom's Torch 
Halfe wafted in the porch. 
And now thofe Tapers five. 
That fhew the womb fliall thrive : 
Their filv'rie flames advance. 
To tell all profp'rous chance 

Still fliall crown the happy life 

Of the good man and the wife. 

VII. 

Move forward then your Rofie feet. 

And make, what ere they touch, turn fweet. 
May all, like flowrie Meads 
Smell, where your foft foot treads ; 
And every thing afliime . 
To it, the like perfume : 
As Zephirus when he 'fpires 
Through Woodbine^ and Sweet-bryers. 

Then away ; come, Hymen^ guide 

To the bed, the baflifull Bride. 

vili. 
And now the yellow Vaile, at laft, 
Over her fragrant cheek is caft. 

Now feems flie to exprefle 

A baflifull willingnefle : 

Shewing a heart confenting; 

As with a will repenting. 

Then gently lead her on 

With wife fufpicion : 



V 



HESPERIDES. 71 

For that, Matrons fay, a meafure 
Of that Paflion fweetens Pleafure. 



IX. 

You, you that be of her neereft kin. 
Now o're the threfhold force her in. 
But to avert the worft ; 
Let her, her fillets firft 
Knit to the polls : this point 
Remembring, to anoint 
The fides : for 'tis a charme 
Strong againft fiiture harme : 
And the evil deads, the which 
There was hidden by the Witch. 



O Venus ! thou, to whom is known 
The beft way how to loofe the Zone 
Of Virgins ! tell the Maid, 
She need not be afraid : 
And bid the Youth apply 
Clofe kifles, if flie cry : 
And charge, he not forbears 
Her, though flie wooe with teares. 
Tel them, now they muft adventer. 
Since that Love and Night bid enter. 

XI. 

No Fatal Owle the Bedfted keeps. 
With direfiil notes to fright your fleeps : 
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No Furies, here about, 

To put the Tapers out. 

Watch, or did make the bed : 

'Tis Omen full of dread : 

But all faire figns appeare 

Within the Chamber here. 
Juno here, for off, doth ftand 
Cooling fleep with charming wand. 

XII. 

Virgins, weep not ; 'twill come, when. 

As fhe, fo you'l be ripe for men- 
Then grieve her not, with faying 
She muft no more a Maying : 
Or by Rofe-buds devine, 
Who*l be her Valentine. 
Nor name thofe wanton reaks 
Y'ave had at Barly-breaks. 

But now kiffe her, and thus fay. 

Take time. Lady, while ye may. 

XIII. 

Now barre the doors, the Bride-groom puts 
The eager Boyes to gather Nuts. 
And now, both Love and Time 
To their full height doe clime : 
O ! give them aftive heat 
And moifture, both compleat : 
Fit Organs for encreafe. 
To keep, and to releafe 
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That, which may the honoured Stem 
Circle with a Diadem. 
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XIV. 

And now, Behold ! the Bed or Couch 

That ne'r knew Brides, or Bride-grooms touch. 

Feels in it felfe a fire ; 

And tickled with Defire, 

Pants with a Downie breft. 

As with a heart poffeft : 

Shrugging as it did move, 

Ev'n with the foule of love. 
And, oh ! had it but a tongue. 
Doves, *two'd fay, yee bill too long. 

XV. 

O enter then ! but fee ye fliun 
A fleep, untill the aft be done. 

Let kifTes, in their clofe. 

Breathe as the Damafk Rofe : 

Or fweet, as is that gumme 

Doth fi^om Panchaia come. 

Teach Nature now to know. 

Lips can make Cherries grow 
Sooner, then (he, ever yet. 
In her wifdome co'd beget. 

XVI. 

On your minutes, hours, dayes, months, years. 
Drop the fat bl^ng of the fphears. 
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That good, which Heav'n can give 

To make you bravely live ; 

Fall, like a fpangling dew. 

By day, and night on you. 

May Fortunes Lilly-hand 

Open at your command ; 
With all luckie Birds to fide 
With the Bride-groom, and the Bride. 

XVII. 

Let bounteous Fate your fpindles full 
Fill, and winde up with whiteft wooll. 

Let them not cut the thred 

Of life, untill ye bid. 

May Death yet come at laft ; 

And not with defp'rate haft : 

But when ye both can fay, 

Come, Let us now away. 
Be ye to the Barn then born. 
Two, like two ripe fliocks of corn. 

^eares are ^ojtgues. 

WHen Julia chid, I flood as mute the while, 
As is the fifh, or tonguielefle Crocodile. 
Aire coyn'd to words, my yulia co'd not heare ; 
But fhe co'd fee each eye to ftamp a teare : 
By which, mine angry Miftreffle might defcry, 
Teares are the noble language of the eye. 
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And when true love of words is deftitute, 

The Eyes by tears fpeak, while the Tongue is mute. 

Upon a young Mother of many Children, 

LEt all chafte Matrons, when they chance to fee 
My numerous iffue, praife, and pitty me. 
Praife me, for having fuch a fruitfuU wombe ; 
Pity me too, who found fo foone a Tomb. 

^0 Elecftra. 

ILe come to thee in all thofe fhapes 
As Jove did, when he made his rapes : 
Onely, He not appeare to thee. 
As he did once to Semele, 
Thunder and Lightning He lay by, 
To talk with thee familiarly. 
Which done, then quickly we'll undreffe 
To one and th'others nakedneffe. 
And ravifht, plunge into the bed. 
Bodies and fouls commingled. 
And kiffing, fo as none may heare. 
We'll weary all the Fables there. 

His Wijh. 

IT is fufficient if we pray 
To Jove^ who gives, and takes away : 
Let him the Land and Living finde ; 
Let me alone to fit the mind. 
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His Proteftation to Perilla. 

NOone-day and Midnight {hall at once be feene: 
Trees, at one time, (hall be both fere and 
Fire and water fhall together lye [greene : 

In one-felf-fweet-confpiring fympathie : 
Summer and Winter (hall at one time {how 
Ripe eares of come, and up to th*eares in {how : 
Seas {hall be iandlefTe ; Fields devoid of graflfe ; 
Shapele{re the world, as when all Chaos was. 
Before, my deare Perilla^ I will be 
Falfe to my vow, or fall away from thee. 

Love perfumes all farts. 

IF I kifTe Anthea's brefl. 
There I fmell the Phenix ne{l : 
If her lip, the moft fmcere 
Altar of Incenfe, I fmell there. 
Hands, and thighs, and legs, are all 
Richly Aromaticall. 
GoddefTe Ifis cann't transfer 
Mufks and Ambers more from her : 
Nor can yuno fweeter be. 
When {he lyes with Jvue^ then {he. 

To Julia. 

PErmit me, Julia^ now to goe away ; 
Or by thy love, decree me here to {lay. 
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If thou wflt fay, that I fhall live with thee ; 

Here fhall my endlefs Tabernacle be : 

If not, as baniiht, I will live alone 

There, where no language ever yet was known. 

On Himfelfe. 

LOve-fick I am, and muft endure 
A defp'rate grief, that finds no cure. 
Ah me ! I try ; and trying, prove. 
No Herbs have power to cure Love. 
Onely one Soveraign falve I know. 
And that is Death, the end of Woe. 

Vertue isfenjible of Suffering. 

T Hough a wife man all preiTures can fuftaine ; 
His vertue ftill is fenfible of paine : 
Large fhoulders though he has, and well can beare. 
He feeles when Packs do pinch him; and the where. 

Tihe cruell Maid. 

ANd, Cruell Maid, becaufe I fee 
You fcornfuU of my love, and me : 
He trouble you no more ; but goe 
My way, where you fhall never know 
What is become of me : there I 
Will find me out a path to die ; 
Or learne fome way how to forget 
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You, and your name, for ever : yet 
Ere I go hence ; know this from me, 
What will, in time, your Fortune be : 
This to your coyneffe I will tell ; 
And having fpoke it once. Farewell. 
The Lillie will not long endure ; 
Nor the Snow continue pure : 
The Rofe, the Violet, one day 
See, both thefe Lady-flowers decay : 
And you muft fade, as well as they. 
And it may chance that Love may turn. 
And, like to mine, make your heart burn 
And weep to fee't ; yet this thing doe. 
That my laft Vow commends to you : 
When you fhall fee that I am dead. 
For pitty let a teare be flied ; 
And, with your Mantle o're me caft, 
Give my cold lips a kiffe at laft : 
If twice you kifTe, you need not feare, 
That I (hall ftir, or live more here. 
Next, hollow out a Tombe to cover 
Me ; me, the moft defpifed Lover : 
And write thereon, This^ Reader^ know^ 
Love kiird this man. No more but fo. 

^0 Dianeme. 

SWeet, be not proud of thofe two eyes. 
Which Star-like fparkle in their fkies : 
Nor be you proud, that you can fee 
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All hearts your captives ; yours, yet free : 
Be you not proud of that rich haire, 
Which wantons with the Love-fick aire : 
When as that Rubte^ which you weare. 
Sunk from the tip of your foft eare, 
Will laft to be a precious Stone, 
When all your world of Beautie's gone. 



To the Kingy To cure the EvilL 

TO find that Tree of Life, whofe Fruits did 
feed. 
And Leaves did heale, all fick of humane feed : 
To finde Bethefda^ and an Angel there. 
Stirring the waters, I am come ; and here. 
At laft, I find, after my much to doe. 
The Tree, Bethefda, and the Angel too : 
And all in Your Bleft Hand, which has the powers 
Of all thofe fuppling-healing herbs and flowers. 
To that foft Charm^ that Spell^ that Magick Bough, 
That high Enchantment I betake me now : 
And to that Hand, the Branch of Heavens faire 

Tree, 
I kneele for help ; O ! lay that hand on me, 
Adored Cefar ! and my Faith is fuch, 
I fliall be heal'd, if that my KING but touch. 
The Evill is not Yours : my forrow fings. 
Mine is the Evill, but the Cure, the Kings. 
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His mifery in a Miftrejfe. 

WAter, Water I efpie : 
Come, and coole ye ; all who frie 
In your loves ; but none as I. 

Though a thoufand (howres be 

Still a falling, yet I fee 

Not one drop to light on me. 

Happy you, who can have feas 
For to quench ye, or fome eafe 
From your kinder Miftreffes. 

I have one, and fhe alone. 
Of a thoufand thoufand known. 
Dead to all compaflion. 

Such an one, as will repeat 

Both the caufe, and make the heat 

More by Provocation great. 

Gentle friends, though I defpaire 
Of my cure, doe you beware 
Of thofe Girles, which cruell are. 
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Upn JoUie's Wife. 

Irft, 'Jollies wife is lame ; then next, loofe-hipt : 
Squint-ey'd, hook-noPd j and laftly, Kidney- 
lipt. 
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To a Gentlewoman^ objeSling to him 
his gray haires. 

AM I defpiPd, becaufe you fay, 
And I dare fweare, that I am gray ? 
Know, Lady, you have but your day : 
And time will come when you (hall weare 
Such froft and fnow upon your haire : 
And when, though long, it comes to paflfe, 
You queftion with your Looking-glafle ; 
And in that fmcere Chrijiall feek. 
But find no Rofe-bud in your cheek : 
Nor any bed to give the fliew 
Where fuch a rare Carnation grew. 
Ah ! then too late, clofe in your chamber keeping, 

It will be told 

That you are old ; 
By thofe true teares y'are weeping. 

7(9 Cedars. 

IF 'mongft my many Poems, I can fee 
One onely, worthy to be wafht by thee : 
I live for ever ; let the reft all lye 
In dennes of Darknefs, or condemned to die. 

Upon Cupid. 

LOve, like a Gypfie, lately came ; 
And did me much importune 
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To fee my hand ; that by the fame 
He might fore-tell my Fortune. 

He faw my Palme ; and then, faid he, 

I tell thee, by this fcore here ; 
That thou, within few months, (halt be 

The youthfull Prince D* Amour here. 

I fmil'd ; and bade him once more prove. 
And by fome crofle-line fhow it ; 

That I co'd ne'r be Prince of Love, 
Though here the Princely Poet. 

How Primrofes came green. 

Virgins, time-paft, known were thefe, 
Troubled with Green-fickneffes, 
Turn'd to flowers : Stil the hieu. 
Sickly Girles, they beare of you. 

To Jof : Lo : Bijhop (?/ Exeter. 

WHOM fho'd I feare to write to, if I can 
Stand before you, my learn'd Diocefan ? 
And never fliew blood-guiltinefTe, or feare 
To fee my Lines Excathedrated here. 
Since none fo good are, but you may condemne ; 
Or here fo bad, but you may pardon them. 
If then, my Lord, to fanftifie my Mufe 
One onely Poem out of all you'l chufe ; 
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nd mark it for a Rapture nobly writ, 

^s Good Confirni'd ; for you have Bifliop't it. 



7pon a black T^wifi^ rounding the Arme of 
the Countejfe of CarlUe. 

I Saw about her fpotlefle wrift, 
Of blackeft filk, a curious twift ; 
Which, circumvolving gently, there 
Enthrall'd her Arme, as Prifoner. 
Dark was the Jayle ; but as if light 
Had met t'engender with the night ; 
Or fo, as Darkneffe made a ftay 
To fhew at once, both night and day. 
I fancie more ! but if there be 
Such Freedome in Captivity ; 
I beg of Love, that ever I 
May in like Chains of Darkneffe lie. 



On Himfelfe. 

IFeare no Earthly Powers \ 
But care for crowns of flowers : 
And love to have my Beard 
With Wine and Oile befmear'd. 
This day He drowne all forrow ; 
Who knowes to live to morrow ? 
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Upon Pagget. 

PAGGET^ a School-boy, got a Sword, and then 
He vow'd Deftruftion both to Birch, and Men : 
Who wo'd not think this Yonker fierce to fight ? 
Yet comming home, but fomewhat late, laft night; 
Untruffe, his Mafter bade him ; and that word 
Made him take up his fliirt, lay down his iword. 

A Ring prefented to Julia. 

JULIA, I bring 
To thee this Ring, 
Made for thy finger fit ; 
To fliew by this. 
That our love is 
Or fho'd be, like to it. 

Clofe though it be. 

The joynt is fi-ee : 
So when Love's yoke is on. 

It muft not gall. 

Or fret at all 
With hard oppreflion. 

But it muft play 

Still either way j 
And be, too, fuch a yoke. 

As not too wide, 

To over-flide ; 
Or be fo ftrait to choak. 
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So we, who beare, 

This beatne, muft reare 
Our felves to fuch a height : 

As that the ftay 

Of either may 
Create the burden light. 

And as this round 

Is no where found 
To flaw, or elfe to fever : 

So let our love 

As endlefs prove ; 
And pure as Gold for ever. 

To. the Detra£ter. 

WHere others love, and praife my Verfes ; ftill 
Thy long-black-Thumb-nail marks 'em out 
for ai : 
A fellon take it, or fome Whit-flaw come 
For to unflate, or to untile that thumb ! 
But cry thee Mercy : Exercife thy nailes 
To fcratch or claw, fo that thy tongue not railes : 
Some numbers prurient are, and fome of thefe 
Are wanton with their itch ; fcratch, and 'twill 
pleafe. 

Upon the fame. 

IA(k*t thee oft, what Poets thou haft read. 
And lik'ft the beft ? Still thou reply'ft, The 
dead. 
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I fhall, ere long, with green turfs cover'd be ; 
Then fure thou't like, or thou wilt envie me. 



Julia's Petticoat. 

THy Azure Robe, I did behold. 
As ayrie as the leaves of goM j 
Which erring here, and wandring there, 
Pleafd with tranfgreiEon ev'ry where : 
Sometimes 'two'd pant, and figh, and heave, 
As if to ftir it fcarce had leave : 
But having got it ; thereupon, 
'Two'd make a brave expanfion. 
And pounc't with Stars, it fliew'd to me 
Like a Celejiiall Canopie, 
Sometimes 'two'd blaze, and then abate. 
Like to a flame growne moderate : 
Sometimes away 'two'd wildly fling j 
Then to thy thighs fo clofely cling. 
That fome conceit did melt me downc. 
As Lovers fall into a fwoone : 
And all confufd, I there did lie 
Drown'd in Delights j but co'd not die. 
That Leading Cloud, I foUow'd ftill. 
Hoping t'ave feene of it my fill ; 
But ah ! I co'd not : iho'd it move 
To Life Eternal, I co'd love. 



HESPERIDES. 87 

^0 Mujick. 

BEgin to charme, and as thou ftroak'ft mine 
eares 
With thy enchantment, melt me into tears. 
Then let thy aftive hand fcu'd o're thy Lyre : 
And make my fpirits frantick with the fire. 
That done, fink down into a filv'rie ftraine ; 
And make me fmooth as Balme, and Oile againe. 

Diftruft. 

TO £ife-guard Man from wrongs, there no- 
thing muft 
Be truer to him, then a wife Diftruft. 
And to thy felfe be beft this fentence knowne. 
Heart all men fpeak ; but credit few or none. 

Corinna's going a Maying. 

GEt up, get up for fhame, the Blooming Morne 
Upon her wings prefents the god unfhorne. 
See how Aurora throwes her fairc 
Frefli-quilted colours through the aire : 
Get up, fweet-Slug-a-bed, and fee 
The Dew-befpangling Herbe and Tree. 
Each Flower has wept, and bow'd toward the Eaft, 
Above an houre fince ; yet you not dreft, 
Nay ! not fo much as out of bed ? 
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When all the Birds have Mattens feyd. 
And fung their thankfull Hymnes : *tis fin, 
Nay, profanation to keep in. 
When as a thoufand Virgins on this day. 
Spring, fooner then the Lark, to fetch in May. 

Rife ; and put on your Foliage, and be feene 
To come forth, like the Spring-time, frefli and 
And fweet as Flora. Take no care [greene ; 
For Jewels for your Gowne, or Haire : 
Feare not ; the leaves will ftrew 
Gemms in abundance upon you : 
Befides, the childhood of the Day has kept, 
Againft you come, fome Orient Pearls unwept : 
Come, and receive them while the light 
Hangs on the Dew-locks of the night : 
And Titan on the Eaftern hill 
Retires himfelfe, or elfe ftands ftill [ing : 
Till you come forth. Wa{h,drefle,bebriefein pray- 
Few Beads are beft, when once we goe a Maying. 

Come, my Corinna^ come ; and comming, marke 

How each field turns a ftreet ; each ftreet a Parke 
Made green, and trimm'd with trees : fee how 
Devotion gives each Houfe a Bough, 
Or Branch : Each Porch, each doore, ere this, 
An Arke a Tabernacle is 

Made up of white-thorn neatly enterwove ; 

As if here were thofe cooler fliades of love. 
Can fuch delights be in the ftreet. 
And open fields, axvd w^ not fee't ? 
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Come, we'll abroad ; and let's obay 
The Proclamation made for May : 

And fin no more, as we have done, by ftaying ; 

But, my Corinna^ come, let's goe a Maying. 

There's not a budding Boy, or Girle, this day. 
But is got up, and gone to bring in May. 
A deale of Youth, ere this, is come 
Back, and with fFhite^thom laden home. 
Some have difpatcht their Cakes and Creame, 
Before that we have left to dreame : 
And fome have wept, and woo'd, and plighted 

Troth, 
And chofe their Prieft, ere we can caft off floth : 
Many a green-gown has been given ; 
Many a kifie, both odde and even : 
Many a glance too has been fent 
From out the eye. Love's Firmament : 
Many a jeft told of the Keyes betraying 
This night, and Locks pickt, yet w'are not a 
Maying. 

Come, let us goe, while we are in our prime ; 
And take the harmleffe follie of the time. 

We fhall grow old apace, and die 

Before we know our liberty. 

Our life is fliort ; and our dayes run 

As faft away as do's the Sunne : 
And as a vapour, or a drop of raine 
Once loft, can ne'r be found againe : 

So when or you or I are made 
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A fable, fong, or fleeting (hade ; 

All love, all liking, all delight 

Lies drown'd with us in endlefTe night. 

Then while time ferves, and we are but decaying ; 

Come, my Corinnoy come, let's goe a Maying. 

On Julia's breath. 

BReathe, JuUa^ breathe, and He proteft, 
Nay more. He deeply fweare. 
That all the Spices of the Eaft 
Are circumfufed there. 

Upon a Child. An Epitaph. 

BUt borne, and like a fhort Delight, 
I glided by my Parents fight. 
That done, the harder Fates deny'd 
My longer ftay, and fo I dy'd. 
If pittying my fad Parents Teares, 
You'l fpil a tear, or two with theirs : 
And with fome flowrs my grave beftrew. 
Love and they'l thank you for*t. Adieu. 

A 'Dialogue betwixt Horace and Lydia, 

Tranjlated Anno 162^. and Jet 

by Mr. Ro : Ramfey. 

Hot. WT^^^^-i Lydia y I was lov'd of thee, 
W Nor any was preferred *fore me 
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To hug thy whiteft neck : Then I, 
The Perfian King liv*d not more happily. 

Lyd. While thou no other didft affeft. 
Nor Cloe was of more refpeft ; 
Then Lydia^ far-fam'd Lydia^ 
I flourifh't more then Roman Ilia. 

Hot. Now Thracian Cloe governs me, 
Skilful! i* th' Harpe, and Melodic : 
For whofe afFeftion, Lydia^ I, 
So Fate fpares her, am well content to die. 

Lyd. My heart now fet on fire is 

By Ornithes fonne, young Calais ; 
For whofe commutuall flames here I, 
To fave his life, twice am content to die. 

Hor. Say our firft loves we fho'd revoke. 
And fevered joyne in brazen yoke : 
Admit I Cloe put away. 
And love againe love-caft-ofF Lydia ? 

Lyd, Though mine be brighter then the Star ; 
Thou lighter then the Cork by far : 
Rough as xh^ Adratick fea^ yet I 
Will live with thee, or elfe for thee will die. 



The captiv'd Bee: or. The little Filcher. 

AS Julia once a flumb'ring lay. 
It chanc't a Bee did flie that way. 
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After a dew, or dew-like fhower. 

To tipple freely in a flower. 

For fome rich flower, he took the Up 

Of Julioy and began to lip ; 

But when he felt he fuckt from thence 

Hony, and in the quinteflence : 

He drank fo much he fcarce co'd ftir ; 

So Julia took the Pilferer. 

And thus furpriz'd, as Filchers ufe. 

He thus began himfelfe t*excufe : 

Sweet Lady-Flower^ I never brought 

Hither the leaft one theeving thought : 

But taking thofe rare lips of yours 

For fome frefh, fragrant, lufcious flowers ; 

I thought I might there take a tafte. 

Where fo much firrop ran at wafte. 

Befides, know this, I never fting 

The flower that gives me nourifhing : 

But with a kifle, or thanks, doe pay 

For Honie, that I beare away. 

This faid, he laid his YvtAtfcrip 

Of hony, 'fore her Ladifhip : 

And told her, as fome tears did fall. 

That, that he took, and that was all. 

At which {he fmil'd ; and bade him goe 

And take his bag ; but thus much know. 

When next he came a pilfring fo, 

He fho'd from her full lips derive, 

Hony. enough to fill his hive. 
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Upon Prig. 

PRIG now drinks Water, who before drank 
Beere : 
What's now the caufe? we know the cafe is cleere : 
Look in Prig's purfe, the chev'rell there tells you 
Prig mony wants, either to buy, or brew. 



B 



Upon Batt. 

ATTht gets children, not for love to rcare*em ; 
But out of hope his wife might die to beare 'em. 

An Ode to Mafter Endymion Porter, 
upon his Brother's death. 

NOt all thy flufhing Sunnes are fet, 
Herrick^ as yet : 
Nor doth this fer-drawn Hemifphere 
Frown, and look fuUen ev'ry where. 
Daies may conclude in nights ; and Suns may reft. 

As dead, within the Weft j 
Yet the next Morne, re-guild the fragrant Eaft. 

Alas for me ! that I have loft 

E'en all almoft : 
Sunk is my fight ; fet is my Sun ; 
And all the loome of life undone : 
The ftaffe, the Elme, the prop, the flielt'ring wall, 
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Whereon my Vine did crawle, 
Now, now, blowne downe ; needs muft the old 
ftock fall. 

Yet, Porter^ while thou keep'ft alive, 

In death I thrive : 
And like a Phenix re-afpire 
From out my Narde^ and Fun*rall fire : 
And as I prune my feather'd youth, fo I 

Doe mar'l how I co'd die. 
When I had Thee, my chiefe Preferver, by. 

I'm up, I'm up, and blefle that hand. 

Which makes me ftand 
Now as I doe ; and but for thee, 
I muft confefle, I co'd not be. 
The debt is paid : for he who doth refigne 

Thanks to the gen'rous Vine ; 
Invites frefli Grapes to fill his Prefle with Wine. 



To his dying Brother y Mafter 
William Herrick. 

Life of my life, take not fo foone thy flight. 
But ftay the time till we have bade Good night. 
Thou haft both wind and Tide with thee ; Thy way 
As foone difpatcht is by the Night, as Day. 
Let us not then fo rudely henceforth goe 
Till wc have wept, kift, figh't, (hook hands, or fo. 
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There's paine in parting ; and a kind of hell, 
When once true-lovers take their laft Fare-well. 
What ? fliall we two our endleffe leaves take here 
Without a fad looke, or a fblemne teare ? 
He knowes not Love, that hath not this truth proved, 
Love is moft loth to leave the thing beloved. 
Pay we our Vowes, and goe ; yet when wc part, 
Then, even then, I will bequeath my heart 
Into thy loving hands : For He keep none 
To warme my Breaft, when thou my Pulfe art gone. 
No, here He laft, and walk, a harmlefs fhade. 
About this Urne, wherein thy Duft is laid, 
To guard it fo, as nothing here fliall be 
Heavy, to hurt thofe facred feeds of thee. 



The Olive Branch. 

SAdly I walk't within the field. 
To fee what comfort it wo'd yeeld : 
And as I went my private way, 
An Olive-branch before me lay : 
And feeing it, I made a ftay. 
And took it up, and view'd it ; then 
Kiffing the Omen^ faid Amen : 
Be, be it fo, and let this be 
A Divination unto me : 
That in fliort time my woes fliall ceafe ; 
And Love fliall crown my End with Peace. 
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Upon Much-more. Epig. 

MUCH-MORE provides, and hoords up like 
an Ant ; 
Yet Much-more ftiJl complains he is in want 
Let Much-more juftly pay his tythes ; then try 
How both his Meale and Oile will multiply. 

^0 Cherry-blojfomes. 

Y£ may fimper, blufh, and fmile. 
And perfume the aire a while : 
But, fweet things, ye muft be gone ; 
Fruit, ye know, is comming on : 
Then, ah ! then, where is your grace, 
When as Cherries come in place ? 

How Lillies came white. 

WHite though ye be ; yet, Lillies, know, 
From the firft ye were not fo : 

But He tell ye 

What befell ye ; 
Cupid and his Mother lay 
In a Cloud ; while both did play. 
He with his pretty finger prefl 
The rubie niplct of her breafl ; 
Out of the which, the creame of light, 

Like to a Dew, 

Fell downe on you. 

And made ye white. 
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To Panfies. 

AH, cruell Love ! muft I endure 
Thy many fcoms, and find no cure ? 
Say, are thy medicines made to be 
Helps to all others, but to me ? 
He leave thee, and to Panfies come ; 
Comforts you'l afford me fome : 
You can eafe my heart, and doe 
What Love co*d ne*r be brought unto. 

On Gelli-flowers begotten. 

WHat was't that fell but now 
From that warme kiffe of ours ? 
Look, look, by Love I vow 
They were two Gelli-fiowers. 

Let's kifTe, and kifTe agen ; 

For if fo be our clofes 
Make GelU-flowers^ then 

I'm fure they*l fafhion Rofes. 

The Lilly in a Chriftal. 

YOu have beheld a fmiling Rofe 
When Virgins hands have drawn 
O'r it a Cobweb-Lawne : 
And here, you fee, this Lilly (hows, 
Tomb'd in a Chrijial ftone, 
H 
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More faire in this tranfparent cafe. 
Then when it grew alone ; 
And had but fingle grace. 

You fee how Creame but naked is ; 
Nor daunces in the eye 
Without a Strawberrie : 

Or fome fine tinfture, like to this. 

Which draws the fight thereto, 

More by that wantoning with it ; 
Then when the paler hieu 
No mixture did admit. 

You fee how Amber through the ftreams 
More gently ftroaks the fight. 
With fome conceal'd delight ; 

Then when he darts his radiant beams 
Into the boundlefle aire : 

Where either too much light his worth 
Doth all at once impaire. 
Or fet it little forth. 

Put Purple Grapes, or Cherries in- 
To Glafle, and they will fend 
More beauty to commend 

Them, from that cleane and fubtile fkin, 
Then if they naked ftood. 

And had no other pride at all, 

But their own flefh and blood. 
And dndhires naturall. 
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Thus Lillie, Rofe, Grape, Cherry, Creame, 

And Straw-berry do ftir 

More love, when they transfer 
A weak, a fbft, a broken beame ; 

Then if they fho'd difcover 
At full their proper excellence ; 

Without fome Scean caft over. 
To juggle with the fenfe. 

Thus let this ChriftaVd Lillie be 
A Rule, how far to teach. 
Your nakedneffe muft reach : 

And that, no further, then we fee 
Thofe glaring colours laid 

By Arts wife hand, but to this end 
They fho'd obey a fhade ; 
Left they too far extend. 

So though y'are white as Swan, or Snow, 
And have the power to move 
A world of men to love : 

Yet, when your Lawns & Silks fhal flow ; 
And that white cloud divide 

Into a doubtful Twi-light ; then. 

Then will your hidden Pride 
Raife greater fires in men. 

^0 his Booke. 

Ike to a Bride, come forth, my Book, at laft, 
/ With all thy richeft jewels over-caft : 
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Say, if there be 'mongft many jems here ; one 
Deferveleffe of the name of Paragon : 
Blufli not at all for that ; fmce we have fet 
Some Pearls on ^eensy that have been counterfet. 

Uponfome Women. 

THou who wilt not love, doe this ; 
Learne of me what Woman is. 
Something made of thred and thrumme ; 
A meere Botch of all and fome. 
Pieces, patches, ropes of haire ; 
In-laid Garbage ev'ry where. 
Out-fide filk, and out-fide Lawne ; 
Sceanes to cheat us neatly drawne. 
Falfe in legs, and falfe in thighes ; 
Falfe in breaft, teeth, haire, and eyes : 
Falfe in head, and falfe enough ; 
Onely true in flireds and ftufFe. 



w 



Supreme Fortune falls Jooneft. 

Hile leaneft Beafts in Paftures feed, 
Thefatteji Oxe the firji muji bleed. 



The Welcome to Sack. 

SO foft ftreams meet, fo fprings with gladder 
fmiles 
Meet after long divorcement by the lies : 
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When Love, the child of likenefle, urgeth on 
Their Chriftal natures to an union. 
So meet ftobie kiffes, when the Moonie nights 
Call forth fierce Lovers to their wifht Delights : 
So Kings & ^eens meet, when Defire convinces 
All thoughts, but fuch as aime at getting Princes, 
As I meet thee. Soule of my life, and fame ! 
Etemall Lamp of Love ! whofe radiant flame 
Out-glares the Heav'ns Oftris ;* and thy gleams 
Out-fhine the fplendour of his mid-day beams. 
Welcome, O welcome my illuftrious Spoufe ; 
Welcome as are the ends unto my Vowes : 
I ! far more welcome then the happy foile. 
The Sea-fcourg'd Merchant, after all his toile. 
Salutes with tears of joy ; when fires betray 
The fmoakie chimneys of his Ithaca, 
Where haft thou been fo long from my embraces, 
Poore pittyed Exile ? Tell me, did thy Graces 
File difcontented hence, and for a time 
Did rather choofe to blefle another clime ? 
Or went'ft thou to this end, the more to move me. 
By thy fliort abfence, to defire and love thee ? 
Why frowns my Sweet ? Why won't my Saint 
Favours on me, her fierce Idolater ? [confer 

Why are Thofe Looks, Thofe Looks the which 

have been 
Time-paft fo fragrant, fickly now drawn in 
Like a dull Twi-light ? Tell me ; and the fault 

» The Sun. 
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lie expiate with Sulphur, Haire, and Salt : 
And, with the Chriftal humour of the fpring. 
Purge hence the guilt, and kill this quarrelling. 
Wo't thou not fmile, or tell me what's amiile ? 
Have I been cold to hug thee, too remifle. 
Too temp'rate in embracing ? Tell me, ha's defire 
To thee-ward dy'd i'th'embers, and no fire 
Left in this rak't-up Afli-heap, as a mark 
To teftifie the glowing of a fpark ? 
Have. I divorc't thee onely to combine 
In hot Adult'ry with another Wine ? 
True^ I confeffe I left thee, and appeale 
'Twas done by me, more to confirme my zeale, 
And double my afFecSlion on thee ; as doe thofe, 
Whofe love growes more enflam'd, by being Foes. 
But to forfake thee ever, co'd there be 
A thought of fuch like pofSbilitie ? 
When thou thy felfe dar** fay, thy lies fhall lack 
Grapes, before Herrick leaves Canarie Sack. 
Thou mak'ft me ayrie, aftive to be bom. 
Like IphycluSy upon the tops of Corn. 
Thou mak'ft me nimble, as the winged howers, 
To dance and caper on the heads of flowers. 
And ride the Sun-beams. Can there be a thing 
Under the heavenly Ifisy* that can bring 
More love unto my life, or can prefent 
My Genius with a fiiUer blandifhment ? 
Illuftrious Idoll ! coM th* Mgyptians feek 

• The Moon. 
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Help from the Garlicky Onyon^ and the Liek^ 
And pay no vowes to thee ? who waft their beft 
Godj and far more tranfcendent then the reft ? 
Had CaJJius^ that weak Water-drinker, known 
Thee in thy Vine, or had but tafted one 
Small Chalice of thy frantick liquor ; He 
As the wife Cato had approv'd of thee. 
Had not Joves* fon, that brave Tyrinthian Swain, 
(Invited to the Thejbian banquet) ta'ne 
Full goblets of thy gen'rous blood ; his fpright 
Ne'r had kept heat for fifty Maids that night. 
Come, come and kifle me ; Love and luft com- 
mends 
Thee, and thy beauties ; kifle, we will be friends 
Too ftrong for Fate to break us : Look upon 
Me, with that fidl pride of complexion. 
As Slueenes meet ^eenes ; or come thou unto me. 
As Cleopatra came to Anthonie ; 
When her high carriage did at once prefent 
To the Triumvir^ Love and Wonderment. 
Swell up my nerves with fpirit ; let my blood 
Run through my veines, like to a hafly flood. 
Fill each part full of fire, aftive to doe 
What thy commanding foule ihall put it to. 
And till I turne Apoftate to thy love. 
Which here I vow to ferve, doe not remove 
Thy Fiers from me ; but ApolWs curfe 
Blaft thefe-like aftions, or a thing that's worfe ; 

• Hercules. 
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When thefe Circumftants fhall but live to fee 
The time that I prevaricate from thee. 
Call me Thefonne of Beer e^ and then confine 
Me to the Tap, the Toft, the Turfe ; Let Wine 
Ne'r fliine upon me ; May my Numbers all 
Run to a fudden Death, and Funerall. 
And laft, when thee, deare Spoufe, I difavow, 
Ne'r may Prophetique Daphne crown my Brow. 

Impojfibilities to his Friend. 

MY faithful friend, if you can fee 
The Fruit to grow up, or the Tree : 
If you can fee the colour come 
Into the blufliing Peare, or Plum : 
If you can fee the water grow 
To cakes of Ice, or flakes of Snow : 
If you can fee, that drop of raine 
Loft in the wild fea, once againe : 
If you can fee, how Dreams do creep 
Into the Brain by eafie fleep : 
Then there is hope that you may fee 
Her love me once, who now hates me. 

Upon Luggs. Epig. 

LUGGS, by the Condemnation of the Bench, 
Was lately whipt for lying with a Wench. 
Thus Paines and Pleafures turne by tume fucceed : 
He /marts at laji^ who do^s not firji take heed. 
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Upon Gubbs. Epig. 

GUBBSc2l\s his children KitUngs : and wo'd 
bound 
(Some fay) for joy, to fee thofe Killings drown'd. 

To live merrily J and to truji to Good Verjes. 

NOw is the time for mirth, 
Nor cheek, or tongue be dumbe : 
For with the flowrie earth. 
The golden pomp is come. 

The golden Pomp is come ; 

For now each tree do's weare, 
Made of her Pap and Gum, 

Rich beads of Amber here. 

Now raignes the Rofe^ and now 

TW Arabian Dew befmears 
My uncontrolled brow. 

And my retorted haires. 

Horner^ this Health to thee, 

In Sack of fuch a kind. 
That it wo'd make thee fee. 

Though thou wert ne'r fo blind. 

Next, Virgil^ He call forth. 
To pledge this fecond Health 

In Wine, whofe each cup's worth 
An Indian Common-wealth. 



io6 HESPERIDES. 

A Goblet next He drink 
To Ovid; and fuppofe, 

Made he the pledge, he'd think 
The world had all one Nofe, 

Then this immenfive cup 

Of Aromatike wine, 
Catullusy I quafFe up 

To that Terce Mufe of thine. 

Wild I am now with heat ; 

O Bacchus ! coole thy Raies ! 
Or frantick I fhall eate 

Thy Thyrfe^ and bite the Bayes. 

Round, round, the roof do's run ; 

And being ravifht thus, 
Come, I will drink a Tun 

To my Propertius, 

Now, to TibulIuSj next. 
This flood I drink to thee : 

But ftay ; I fee a Text, 
That this prefents to me. 

Behold, Tibullus lies 

Here burnt, whofe fmal return 
Of afhes, fcarce fuffice 

To fill a little Ume. 

Truft to good Verfes then ; 

They onely will afpire, 
When Pyramids, as men, 

Are loft, i'th'funerall fire. 
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And when all Bodies meet 

In Lethe to be drown'd ; 
Then onely Numbers (weet, 

With endlefs life are crown'd. 

Faire Dayes : or, Dawnes deceitfull. 

FAire was the Dawne j and but e'ne now the 
Skies 
ShewM like to Creame, enfpir'd with Strawberries : 
But on a fudden, all was chang'd and gone 
That finil'd in that firft-fweet complexion. 
Then Thunder-claps and Lightning did confpire 
To teare the world, or fet it all on fire. 
What truft to things, below when as we fee, 
As Men, the Heavens have their Hypocrifie ? 

Lips ^onguekjfe. 

FOr my part, I never care 
For thofe lips, that tongue-ty'd are : 
Tell-tales I wo'd have them be 
Of my Miftrefle, and of me. 
Let them prattle how that I 
Sometimes freeze, and fometimes frie : 
Let them tell how (he doth move 
Fore or backward in her love : 
Let them fpeak by gentle tones. 
One and th'other's paiEons : 
How we watch, and feldome fleep ; 
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How by Willowes we doe weep : 
How by ftealth we meet, and then 
Kifle, and figh, fo part agen. 
This the lips we will permit 
For to tell, nor publifh it. 



To the Fever y not to trouble Julia. 

TH'aftdar'dtoofarre; but,Furie,nowforbeare 
To give the leaft difturbance to her haire : 
But leffe prefume to lay a Plait upon 
Her fkins moft fmooth, and cleare expanfion. 
'Tis like a Lawnie-Firmament as yet 
Quite difpoffeft of either fray, or fret. 
Come thou not neere that Filmne fo finely fpred, 
Where no one piece is yet unlevelled. 
This if thou doft, woe to thee Furie, woe, 
Ilefendfuch Froft,fuch Haile,fuch Sleet, and Snow, 
Such Flefh-quakes, Palfies, and fuch Feares as Ihall 
Dead thee to th' moft, if not deftroy thee all. 
And thou a thoufand thoufand times fhalt be 
More fhak't thy felfe, then fhe is fcorch't by thee. 



To Violets. 

WElcome, Maids of Honour, 
You doe bring 
In the Spring ; 
And wait upon her. 
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She has Virgins many, 

Frefh and faire ; 

Yet you are 
More fweet then any. 

Y'are the Maiden Pofies, 

And fo grac't, 

To be plac't, 
'Fore Damafk Rofes. 

Yet though thus refpefted, 

By and by 

Ye doe lie, 
Poore Girles, neglefted. 

Upon Bunce. Epig. 

MOny thou ow'ft me ; Prethee fix a day 
For payment promiPd, though thou never 
pay: 
Let it be Doomes-day ; nay, take longer fcope ; 
Pay when th'art honeft ; let me have fome hope. 

To Carnations. A Song. 

\ C'^^y while ye will, or goe ; 

I O And leave no fcent behind ye : 

Yet truft me, I fliall know 
I The place, where I may find ye : 

f Within my Lucia* s cheek, 

Whofe Livery ye weare, 



; 
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Play ye at Hide or Seek^ 
Vm fure to find ye there. 

To the Virgins y to make much of Time. 

GAther ye Rofe-buds while ye may, 
Old Time is ftill a flying : 
And this fame flower that fmiles to day, 
To morrow will be dying. 

The glorious Lamp of Heaven, the Sun, 

The higher he's a getting ; 
The fooner will his Race be run. 

And neerer he's to Setting. 

That Age is beft, which is the firft. 
When Youth and Blood are warmer ; 

But being fpent, the worfe, and worft 
Times, ftill fucceed the former. 

Then be not coy, but ufe your time ; 

And while ye may, goe marry : 
For having loft but once your prime, 

You may for ever tarry. 

Safety to look to one's felfe. 

FOr my neighbour He not know. 
Whether high he builds or no : 
Onely this He look upon. 
Firm be my foundation. 
Sound, or unfound, let it be ; 
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'Tis the lot ordainM for me. 
He who to the ground do's fell, 
Has not whence to Jink at alL 

To his Friend^ on the untuneable Times. 

)Lay I co'd once ; but, gentle friend, you fee 
. My Harp hung up, here on the Willow tree, 
ng I co'd once ; and bravely too enfpire, 
f ith lufcious Numbers, my melodious Lyre, 
'raw I co'd once, although not ftocks or ftones, 
mphion'\\k&^ men made of flefh and bones, 
/"hether I wo'd ; but, ah ! I know not how, 
feele in me, this tranfmutadon now. [ftrung ; 
riefe, my deare Friend, has lirft my Harp un- 
/"ither'd my hand, and palfie-ftruck my tongue. 

His Poetrie his Pillar. 

ONely a little more 
I have to write. 
Then He give o're. 
And bid the world Good-night. 

'Tis but a flying minute. 

That I muft ftay. 

Or linger in it ; 
And then I muft away. 

O Time that cut'ft down all ! 

And fcarce leav'ft here 

Memoriall 
Of any men that were. 
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How many lye forgot 

In Vaults beneath ? 

And piece-meale rot 
Without a fame in death ? 

Behold this living ftone, 

I reare for me, 

Ne'r to be thrown 
Downe, envious Time, by thee. 

Pillars let fome fet up, ' 

If fo they pleafe, 

Here is my hope, 
And my Pyramides. 

Safety on the Shore. 

WHat though the fea be calme ? Truft to 
the fhore: [before. 

Ships have been drown'd, where late they danc't 

A P aft or all upon the Birth of Prince Charles, 

prefented to the Kingy and Set by 

Mr. Nic : Laniere. 

The speakers^ Mirtillo, Amintas, and Amarillis. 

Amin. /^^ Ood day, Mirtillo. Mirt. And to you 

vJ no lefle : 
And all faire Signs lead on our Shepardeffe. 
Jmar, With all white luck to you. Mirt. But < 
fay, what news 
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itirs in our Sheep-walk ? Amin. None, fave that 

my Ewes, 
^y Weathers, Lambes, and wanton Kids are well, 
Smooth, faire, and fat ; none better I can tell : 
3r that this day Menalchas keeps a feaft 
lot his Sheep-fhearers. Mir. True, thefe are the 
3ut, dear Amintas^ and, iweet Amarillis^ [leaft. 
ieft but a while here, by this bank of Lillies, 
\nd lend a gentle eare to one report 
The Country has. Amint. From whence ? Amar, 
[From whence ? Mir. The Court. 
Three dayes before the fhutting in of May^ 
With whiteft Wool be ever crown'd that day !) 
To all our joy, a fweet-fec't child was borne, 
VIore tender then the childhood of the Morne. 

Chor. Pan pipe to him, and bleats of lambs and 
l^et Lullaby the pretty Prince afleep ! [flieep, 

Mirt. And that his birth fho'd be more fingular, 
\t Noone of Day, was feene a filver Star, [them 
bright as the Wife-men's Torch, which guided 
To God's fweet Babe, when borne at Bethlehem ; 
While Golden Angels (fome have told to me) 
Jung out his Birth with Heav'nly Minftralfie. 

Amint. O rare ! But is't a trefpaffe if we three 
Jho'd wend along his Baby-fliip to fee ? 

Mir. Not fo, not fo. Chor. But if it chance to 
At moft a fault, 'tis but a fault of love. [prove 

Amar. But, deare Mirtillo^ I have heard it told, 
Thofe learned men brought Incenfe^ Myrrhe^ and 
Gold,^ 

I 
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From Countries far, with ftore of Spices, fweet, 
And laid them downe for OfFrings at his feet. 

Mirt. 'Tis true indeed ; and each of us will bring 
Unto our fmiling, and our blooming King, 
A neat, though not fo great an Offering. 

Amar. A Garland for my Gift fhall be 
Of flowers, ne'r fuckt by th'theeving Bee : 
And all moft fweet ; yet all lefTe (weet then he. 

Amint. And I will beare along with you 
Leaves dropping downe the honyed dew. 
With oaten pipes, as fweet, as new. 

Mirt, And I a Sheep-hook will beftow. 
To have his little King-fhip know. 
As he is Prince, he's Shepherd too. 

Chor, Come let's away, and quickly let's be dreft, 
And quickly give. The fwifteji Grace is heji. 
And when before him we have laid our treafures, 
W^'U bleflfe the Babe, then back to Countrie plea- 
fures. 

To the Lark. 

' Ood fpeed, for I this day 
Betimes my Mattens lay : 
Becaufe I doe 
Begin to wooe : 
Sweet finging Lark, 
Be thou the Clark, 
And know thy when 
To fay. Amen, 
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And if I prove 

Bleft in my love j 

Then thou (halt be 

High-Prieft to me, 

At my retume, 

To Incenfe burne j 
And fo to folemnize 
Love's, and my Sacrifice. 

The Bubble. A Song. 

TO my revenge, and to her defp'rate feares, 
Flie, thou made Bubble of my fighs and tears. 
In the wild aire, when thou haft rowl'd about, 
And, like a Wafting Planet, found her out ; 
Stoop, mount, paffe by to take her eye, then gUre 
Like to a dreadfull Comet in the Aire : 
Next, when thou doft perceive her fixed fight. 
For thy revenge to be moft oppofite ; 
Then like a Globe, or Ball of Wild-fire, flie. 
And break thy felf in fhivers.on her eye. 

A Meditation for his Miftrejfe. 

YOu are a Tulip feen to day. 
But, deareft, of fo fhort a ftay ; 
That where you grew, fcarce man can fay. 

You are a lovely July-fiower^ 

Yet one rude wind, or ruffling fliower. 

Will force you hence, and in an houre. 
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You are a fparkling Rofe i'th'bud, 
Yet loft, ere that chaft flefh and blood 
Can fliew where you or grew, or ftood. 

You are a fuU-fpread feire-fet Vine, 
And can with Tendrills love intwine, 
Yet dry'd, ere you diftill your Wine. 

You are like Balme inclofed, well. 
In Amber ^ or fome Chryjiall fliell, 
Yet loft ere you transfufe your fmell. 

You are a dainty Violet^ 

Yet withered, ere you can be fet 

Within the Virgin's Coronet. 

You are the ^een all flowers among. 
But die you muft, faire Maid, ere long. 
As He, the maker of this Song. 

"The bleeding Hand : or. The Sprig of 
Eglantine given to a Maid. 

FRom this bleeding hand of mine. 
Take this fprig of Eglantine. 
Which, though fweet unto your fmell, 
Yet the fretfuU bryar will tell. 
He who plucks the fweets fhall prove 
Many thorns to be in Love. 
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Ly rick for Legacies. 

Gold I've none, for ufe or fhow, 
Neither Silver to beftow 
At my death ; but thus much know, 
That each Lyrick here fhaH be 
Of my love a Legacie,' 
Left to all pofterity. 
Gentle friends, then doe but pleafe, 
To accept fuch coynes as thefe j 
As my laft Remembrances. 

A Dirge upon the Death of the Right Valiant 

Lordy Bernard Stuart. 

I. 

HEnce, hence, profane ; foft filence let us have; 
While we this Trentall fmg about thy Grave. 

II. 

Had Wolves or Tigers feen but thee. 
They wo'd have fhew'd civility ; 
And, in compaffion of thy yeeres, 
Wafht thofe thy purple wounds with tears. 
But fince th'art flaine ; and in thy fall, 
The drooping Kingdome fufFers all. 

Chor. This we will doe ; we'll daily come 
And offer Tears upon thy Tomb : 
And if that they will not fuffice. 
Thou fhalt have foules for facrifice. 
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Sleepe in thy peace, while we with fpice perfume 

thee, 
And Cedar wafli thee, that no times confume thee.. 

Live, live thou doft, and Ihalt ; for why ? 

Soules doe not with their bodies die : 

Ignoble off-fprings, they may fall 

Into the flames of Funerall : 

When as the chofen feed (hall fpring 

Frefh, and for ever flourilhing. 

Cho, And times to come Ihall, weeping, read thy 

glory> 
Lefl!e in thefe Marble ftones, then in thy ftory. 

To Perenna, a Miftrejfe. 

DEare Perenna^ prethee come. 
And with Smallage drefle my Tomb : 
Adde a Cyprejfe-i^n^ thereto. 
With a teare \ and fo Adieu. 



Great Boaft.fmall Roft. 

OF Flanks and Chines of Beefe doth Gorrell 
boaft f 

He has at home ; but who tafts boilM or roft ? I 
Look in his Brine-tub, and you Ihall find there I 
Two ftifFe blew Pigs-feet, and a fow's cleft eare. J 
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Upon a Bleare-efd Woman. 

WIther'd with yeeres, and bed-rid Mamma 
lyes ; 
Dry-rofted all, but raw yet in her eyes. 

The Fairie Temple : or, Oberon's ChappelL 

Dedicated to Mr. John Merrifield, 

Counjellor at Law. 

RAre Temples thou haft feen, I know, 
And rich for in and outward fhow : 
Survey this Chappell, built, alone. 
Without or Lime, or Wood, or Stone : 
Then fay, if one th'aft feene more fine 
Then this, the Fairies once, now Thine, 

The Temple. 

A Way enchac't with glafle & beads 
There is, that to the Chappel leads : 
^ Whofe ftrufture, for his holy reft, 
Is here the HalctorCs curious neft : 
Into the which who looks (hall fee 
His Temple of Idolatry : 
Where he of God-heads has fuch ftore. 
As Rome*s Pantheon had not more. 
His houfe of Rimmon^ this he calls. 
Girt with fmall bones, inftead of walls. 
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Firft, in a Neech^ more black then jet. 

His Idol-Cricket there is fet : 

Then in a Polifht Ovall by 

There ftands his IdoUBeetle-flie : 

Next in an Arch, akin to this, 

His Idol-Canker fcated is : 

Then in a Round, is plac't by thefe. 

His golden god, Cantharides. 

So that where ere ye look, ye fee. 

No Capitollj no Cornijh free. 

Or Freeze^ from this fine Fripperie. 

Now this the Fairies woM have known. 

Theirs is a mixt Religion. 

And fome have heard the Elves it call 

Part Pagan, part Papifticall. 

If unto me all Tongues were granted, 

I co'd not fpeak the Saints here painted. 

Saint Tit^ Saint Nit^ Saint /j, Saint Itis^ 

Who 'gainft Mahs-Jiate plac't here right is. 

Saint Will o^tVWifpe^ of no great bignes. 

But alias call'd here Fatuus ignis. 

Saint /r/>, Saint Trip^ Saint Fill^ S. FilUe^ 

Neither thofe other-Saint-fhips will I 

Here goe about for to recite 

Their number, almoft, infinite. 

Which one by one here fet downe are 

In this moil curious Calendar. 

Firft, at the entrance of the gate, 

A little-Puppet-Prieft doth wait. 

Who fqueaks to all the commers there. 



/ 

f 



HESPERIDES. 121 

Favour your tongues^ who enter here. 
Pure hands bring hither^ without Jiaine. 
A fecond pules, Hence^ hence^ profane. 
Hard by, f th'fhell of halfe a nut. 
The Holy-water there is put : 
A little brufli of Squirrils haires, 
CompoPd of odde, not even paires. 
Stands in the Platter, or clofe by. 
To purge the Fairie Family. 
Neere to the Altar ftands the Prieft, 
There olPring up the Holy-Grift : 
Ducking in Mood, and perfeS Tenfe, 
With (much-good-do't him) reverence. 
The Altar i^ not here foure-fquare. 
Nor in a forme Triangular 5 
Nor made of glaffe, or wood, or ftone. 
But of a little Tranfverce bone ; 
Which boyes, and Bruckerd children call 
(Playing for Points and Pins) CockalL 
Whofe Linnen-Drapery is a thin 
Subtile and duSile Codlin's fkin ; 
Which o're the board is fmoothly fpred. 
With little Seale-work Damafked. 
The Fringe that circumbinds it too. 
Is Spangle-work of trembling dew. 
Which, gently gleaming, makes a fhow. 
Like Froft-work glitt'ring on the Snow. 
Upon this fetuous board doth ftand 
Something for Shew-bread^ and at hand 
( Juft in the middle of the Altar) 
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Upon an end, the Fairie-Pfalter^ 

Grac't with the Trout-flies curious wings. 

Which ferve for watched Ribbanings. 

Now, we muft know, the Elves are led 

Right by the Rubrick, which they read. 

And if Report of them be true. 

They have their Text for what they doe ; 

I, and their Book of Canons too. 

And, as*Sir Thomas Par/on te\[s. 

They have their Book of Articles : 

And if that Fairie Knight not lies. 

They have their Book of Homilies : 

And other Scriptures, that defigne 

A fhort, but righteous difcipline. 

The Bafon ftands the board upon 

To take the Free-Oblation : 

A little Pin-duft ; which they hold 

More precious, then we prize our gold : 

Which charity they give to many 

Poore of the Pari{h, if there's any. 

Upon the ends of thefe neat Railes 

Hatcht, with the Silver-light of fnails. 

The Elves, in formall manner, fix 

Two pure, and holy Candlefiicks : 

In either which a fmall tall bent 

Burns for the Altar's ornament. 

For fanftity, they have, to thefe. 

Their curious Copes and Surplices 

Of cleaned Cobweb^ hanging by 

In their Religious Vejierie. 



HESPERIDES. 123 

They have their JJh-pans^ & their Brooms 

To purge the Chappel and the rooms : 

Their many mumbling Majfe^riefls here, 

And many a dapper Chorijier, 

Their ufh'ring Vergers^ here likewife, 

Their Canons^ and their Chaunteries : 

Of CloyJier^Monks they have enow, 

I, and their Abby-Lubbers too : 

And if their legend doe not lye, 

They much affeft the Papacie : 

And fince the laft is dead, there's hope, 

Ehe Boniface Jhall next be Pope. 

They have their Cups and Chalices ; 

Their Pardons and Indulgences : 

Their Beads of Nits, Bels^ Books^ Sc Wax 

Candles^ forfooth, and other knacks : 

Their Holy Oyle^ their Fajiing-Spittle ; 

Their facred Salt here, not a little. 

Dry chips^ old Jhooes^ ^^gh i^^^fi'i & ^^^^^ > 

Befide their Fumigations^ 

To drive the Devill from the Cod-piece 

Of the Fryar, of work an odde-piece. 

Many a trifle too, and trinket. 

And for what ufe, fcarce man wo'd think it. 

Next, then, upon the Chanters fide 

An Apples-core is hung up dry'd. 

With ratling Kirnils, which is rung 

To call to Morn, and Even-Song. 

The Saint, to which the moft he prayes 

And oflFers Incenfe Nights and dayes, 
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The Lady of the Lohfter is, 

Whofe foot-pace he doth ftroak and kiffe ; 

And, humbly, chives of Saffron brings, 

For his moft cheerful! offerings. 

When, after thefe, h'as paid his vows. 

He lowly to the Altar bows : 

And then he dons the Silk-worms flied. 

Like a Turks Turbant on his head. 

And reverently departeth thence. 

Hid in a cloud of Frankincenfe : 

And by the glow-worms light wel guided. 

Goes to the Feaft that's now provided. 

To Miftrejfe Katherine Bradfhaw, the lovely y 
that crowned him with Laurel. 

MY Mufe in Meads has fpent her many houres^ 
Sitting, and forting feverall forts of flowers^ 
To make for others garlands ; and to fet 
On many a head here, many a Coronet : 
But, amongft All encircled here, not one 
Gave her a day of Coronation ; 
Till you, fweet Miftreffe, came and enterwove 
A Laurel for her, ever young as love. 
You firft of all crown'd her ; flie muft of due. 
Render for that, a crowne of life to you. 



I 



The Plaudit ey or End of Life. 

F after rude and boyftrous feas. 
My wearyed Pinnace here finds eafe ; 
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If fo it be I've gain'd the fhore 
With fafety of a faithful Ore : 
If having run my Barque on ground, 
Ye fee the aged Veffell crown'd : 
What's to be done ? but on the Sands 
Ye dance, and fing, and now clap hands. 
The firft Aft's doubtful!, but we fay, 
It is the laft commends the Play. 

To the moft vertuous Mijirejfe Pot, who 
many times entertained him. 

T rHen I through all my many Poems look, 
^ V And fee your felfe to beautifie my Book ; 
[e thinks that onely luftre doth appeare 
Light ful-fiUing all the Region here, 
uild ftill with flames this Firmament, and be 
Lamp Eternall to my Poetrie. 
^hich if it now, or fliall hereafter fhine, 
"was by your fplendour. Lady, not by mine, 
he Oile was yours ; and that I owe for yet : 
> pay es the halfe^ who do^s confejje the Debt. 

To Mujiquey to becalme his Fever. 

CHarm me afleep, and melt me fo 
With thy Delicious Numbers ; 
That being ravifht, hence I goe 
Away in eafie flumbers. 
Eafe my fick head. 
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And make my bed, 
Thou Power that canft fever 
From me this ill : 
And quickly ftill : 
Though thou not kill 
My Fever. 

Thou fweetly canft convert the fame 

From a confuming fire, 
Into a gentle-licking flame, 
And make it thus expire. 
Then make me weep 
My paines afleep ; 
And give me fuch repofes. 
That I, poore I, 
May think, thereby, 
I live and die 

'Mongft Rofes, • 

Fall on me like a filent dew. 

Or like thofe Maiden fliowrs. 
Which, by the peepe of day, doe ftrew 
A Baptime o're the flowers. 
Melt, melt my paines. 
With thy foft ftraines ; 
That having eafe me given. 
With full delight, 
I leave this light ; 
And take my flight 
For Heaven. 
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Upon a Gentlewoman with ajweet Voice. 

SO long you did not fing, or touch your Lute, 
We knew 'twas Flefh and Blood, that there 
fate mute. 
But when your Playing, and your Voice came in, 
'Twas no more you then, but a Cherubin. 

Upon Cupid. 

AS lately I a Garland bound, 
'Mongft Rofes, I there Cupid found : 
I took him, put him m my cup. 
And drunk with Wine, I drank him up. 
Hence then it is, that my poore breft 
Co'd never lince find any refl. 

Upon Julia's Breafts. 

DIfplay thy breafls, my Julia^ there let me 
Behold that circummortall purity : 
Betweene whofe glories, there my lips He lay, 
Ravifht, in that faire Via La£lea, 

Beji to be merry. 

FOoles are they, who never know 
How the times away doe goe : 
But for us, who wifely fee 
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Where the bounds of black Death be ; 
Let's live merrily, and thus 
Gratifie the Genius. 



The Changes. To Corinna. 

BE not proud, but now encline 
Your foft eare to Difcipline. 
You have changes in your life, 
Sometimes peace, and fometimes ftrife : 
You have ebbes of face and flowes, 
As your health or comes, or goes ; 
You have hopes, and doubts, and feares 
Numberleffe, as are your haires. 
You have Pulfes that doe beat 
High, and paffions leffe of heat. 
You are young, but muft be old. 
And, to thefe, ye muft be told. 
Time, ere long, will come and plow 
Loathed Furrowes in your brow : 
And the dimneffe of your eye 
Will no other thing imply. 
But you muft die 
As well as L 



No Lock againft Letcher ie. 

BArre clofe as you can, and bolt feft too your 
doore. 
To keep out the Letcher, and keep in the whore : 
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Yet, quickly you'l fee by the turne of a pin, 
The Whore to come out, or the Letcher come in. 



A 



NegleSl. 

Rt quickens Nature ; Care will make a face . 
Negle^ed beauty perijheth apace. 

• Upon him/elfe. 

MOp-ey'd I am, as fome have faid, 
Becaufe I've liv'd fo long a maid : 
But grant that I fho'd wedded be, 
Sho'd I a jot the better fee ? 
No, I fho'd think, that Marriage might. 
Rather then mend, put out the lights 



Upon a Phyfitian. 

THou cam*ft to cure me, Doftor, of my cold. 
And caught'ft thy felfe the more by twenty 
Prethee goe home ; and for thy credit be [fold : 
Firft cur'd thy felfe ; then come and cure me. 

Upon Sudds, a Laundrejfe. 

SUdds Launders Bands in piffe ; and ftarches 
them 
Both with her Hufband's,and her own toughfleame. 

K 
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To the Rofe. Song. 

^ Oe, happy Rofe, and enterwove 
With other Flowers, bind my Love. 
Tell her too, fhe muft not be, 
Longer flowing, longer free, 
That ft) oft has fetter'd me. 

Say, if fhe's fretfull, I have bands 
Of Pearle, and Gold, to bind her hands : 
Tell her, if (he ftruggle ftill, 
I have Mirtle rods, at will. 
For to tame, though not to kill. 

Take thou my bleffing, thus, and goe. 
And tell her this, but doe not fo. 
Left a handft)me anger flye, 
' Like a Lightning, from her eye. 
And burn thee up, as well as L 

Upon GuefTe. Efig. 

GUeJfe cuts his fhooes, and limping, goes abqut 
To have men think he's troubled with the 
Gout: 
But 'tis no Gout, beleeve it, but hard Beere, 
Whofe acrimonious humour bites him here. 

To his Booke. 

THou art a plant fprung up to. wither never. 
But like a Laurell, to grow green for ever. 



M 
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Upon a fainted Gentlewoman. 

En fay y'are faire ; and faire ye are, 'tis true ; 
But, Hark ! we praife the Painter now, not 
you. 

Upon a crooked Maid. 

C Rooked you are, but that diflikes not me ; 
So you be ftraight, where Virgins ftraight 
IhoM be. 



A 



Draw Gloves. 

T Draw-Gloves we'l play. 
And prethee, let's lay 
A wager, and let it be this ; 
Who firft to the Summe 
Of twenty fhall come. 
Shall have for his winning a kifle. 

To Mujicky to becalme a fweet-Jick-youth, 

C Harms, that call down the moon from out 
her fphere. 
On this fick youth work your enchantments here : 
Bind up his fenfes with your numbers, fo. 
As to entrance his paine, or cure his woe. 
Fall gently, gently, and a while him keep 
Loft in the civ ill Wildernefle of fleep : 
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That done, then let him, difpofleft of palne, 
Like to a flumbring Bride, awake againe. 

To the High and Noble Princey George, 

Dukey Marquejfey and Earle of 

Buckingham. 

NEver my Book's perfe£Hon did appeare. 
Til I had got the name of Villars here. 
Now 'tis fo full, that when therein I look, 
I fee a Cloud of Glory fills my Book. 
Here ftand it ftil to dignifie our Mufe, 
Your fober Hand-maid ; who doth wifely chufe, 
Your Name to be a Laureat Wreathe to Hir, 
Who doth both love and feare you Honoured Sir. 

His Recantation. 

LOve, I recant. 
And pardon crave, 
That lately I offended. 
But 'twas, 
Alas, 
To make a brave. 
But no difdaine intended. 

No more He vaunt. 
For now I fee. 
Thou onely haft the power. 
To find. 



HESPERIDES. 133 

And bind 
A heart that's free, 
And flave it in an houre. 

The Comming of good luck. 

SO Good-luck came, and on my roofe did light, 
Like noyfe-lefle fiiow ; or as the dew of night : 
Not all at once, but gently, as the trees 
Are, by the Sun-beams, tickel'd by degrees. 

The Prefent: or. The Bag of the Bee. 

FLy to my Miftrefle, pretty pilfring Bee, 
And fay, thou bring'ft this Hony-bag from me : 
When on her lip, thou haft thy fweet dew plac't, 
Mark, if her tongue, but flily, fteale a tafte. 
If fo, we live ; if not, with mournfull humme, 
Tole forth my death ; next, to my buryall come. 

On Love. 

LOve bade me afke a gift. 
And I no more did move, 
But this, that I might (hift 

Still with my clothes, my Love : 
That favour granted was ; 

Since which, though I love many. 
Yet fo it comes to pafle. 
That long I love not any. 
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The Hock-cart y or Harveft home : 

To the Right Honourable^ Mildmay, EarU of 
Weftmorland. 

COme, Sons of Summer, by whofe toile. 
We are the Lords of Wine and Oile : 
By whofe tough labours, and rough hands. 
We rip up firft, then reap bur lands. 
Crown'd with the eares of corne, now come. 
And, to the Pipe, fmg Harveft home. 
Come forth, my Lord, and fee the Cart 
Dreft up with all the Country Art. 
See, here a Maukin^ there a iheet. 
As fpotlefle pure, as it is fweet : 
The Horfes, Mares, and frifldng Fillies, 
Clad, all, in Linnen, white as Lillies. 
The Harveft Swaines, and Wenches bound 
For joy, to fee the Hock-cart crown*d. 
About the Cart, heare, how the Rout 
Of Rurall Younglings raife the fhout; 
Prefling before, fome coming after, 
Thofe with a fliout, and thefe with laughter. 
Some bleffe the Cart ; fome kiffe the fheaves ; 
Some prank them up with Oaken leaves : 
Some crofle the Fill-horfe ; fome with great 
Devotion, ftroak the home-borne wheat : 
While other Rufticks, leffe attent 
To Prayers, then to Merryment, 
Run after with their breeches rent. 
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Well, on, brave boyes, to your Lord's Hearth, 

Glitt'ring with fire ; where, for your mirth, 

Ye fhall fee firft the large and cheefe 

Foundation of your Feaft, Fat Beefe : 

With Upper Stories, Mutton, Veale • 

And Bacon, which makes full the meale. 

With fev'rall diflies ftanding by. 

As here a Cuftard, there a Pie, 

And here all tempting Frumentie. 

And for to make the merry cheere. 

If finirking Wine be wanting here. 

There's that, which drowns all care, ftout Beere 5 

Which freely drink to your Lord's health. 

Then to the Plough, the Common-wealth ; 

Next to your Flailes, your Fanes, your Fatts ; 

Then to the Maids with Wheaten Hats : 

To the rough Sickle, and crookt Sythe, 

Drink, frollick, boyes, till all be blythe. 

Feed, and grow fat ; and as ye eat. 

Be mindfuU, that the lab'ring Neat, 

As you, may have their fill of meat. 

And know, befides, ye muft revoke 

The patient Oxe unto the Yoke, 

And all goe back unto the Plough 

And Harrow, though they'r hang'd up now. 

And, you muft know, your Lord's word's true, 

Feed him ye muft, whofe food fils you. 

And that this pleafure is like raine, 

Not fent ye for to drowne your paine. 

But for to make it fpring againe. 
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The Perfume. 

TO-morrow, Julia^ I betimes muft rife. 
For fome fmall fault, to offer facrifice : 
The Altar's ready ; Fire to confume 
Thefet; breathe thou, and there's the rich perfume. 

Upon her Voice. 

LEt but thy voice engender with the firing. 
And Angels will be borne, while thou dofl fmg. 

Not to love. 

HE that will not love, mufl be 
My Scholar, and learn this of me : 
There be in Love as many feares. 
As the Summer's Corne has eares : 
Sighs, and fobs, and forrowes more 
Then the fand, that makes the fhore : 
Freezing cold, and firie heats. 
Fainting fwoones, and deadly fweats ; 
Now an Ague, then a Fever, 
Both tormenting Lovers ever. 
Wod'fl thou know, befides all thefe, 
How hard a woman 'tis to pleafe ? 
How croffe, how fullen, and how fbone 
She fhifts and changes like the Moone. 
How falfe, how hollow fhe's in heart j 
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And how flie is her owne leaft part : 

How high fhe's priz'd, and worth but fmall ; 

Little thou't love, or not at all. 

To Mufick. A Song. 

MUfick, thou S^ueen of Heaven^ Care-charm- 
That ftrik'ft a ftilnefle into hell : [ing fpel. 
Thou that tam'ft Tygers^ and fierce ftorms, that 
With thy foule-melting Lullabies : [rife. 
Fall down, down, down, from thofe thy chiming 

fpheres. 
To charme our foules, as thou enchant*!! our eares. 

21? the Weftern Wind. 

SWeet Weftern Wind, whofe luck it is, 
Made rivall with the aire. 
To give Perenna^s lip a kifle. 
And fan her wanton haire. 

Bring me but one. He promife thee, 

Inftead of common fliowers. 
Thy wings (hall be embalm'd by me. 

And all befet with flowers. 

Upon the Death of his Sparrow. An Elegie. 

^Hy doe not all frefh maids appeare 
To work Love's Sampler onely here. 
Where fpring-time fmiles throughout the yeare ? 



W! 
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Are not here Rofi-buds^ Pinks^ all flowery 
Nature b^ets by di' Sun and fhowers. 
Met in one Hearce-clodi, to ore-fpred 
The body of the under-dead ? 
Philip the late dead, the late dead Deare, 
O ! may no eye diftill a Teare 
For you once loft, who weep not here ! 
Had Lejbia^ too-too-kind, but known 
This Sparrow, flie had fcom'd her own : 
And for this dead which under-lies. 
Wept out her heart, as well as eyes. 
But endleffe Peace, fit here, and keep 
My Philip the time he has to fleep, 
And thoufand Virgins come and weep. 
To make thefe flowrie Carpets fhow 
Frefh, as their blood ; and ever grow. 
Till paflengers fliall fpend their doome. 
Not VtrgiVs Gnat had fuch a Tomb. 



w 



31? Primrojes filV d with morning-dew. 

Hy doe ye weep, iweet Babes ? can Tears 
Speak griefe in you, 
Who were but borne 
Juft as the modeft Morne 
Teem'd her refrefliing dew ? 
Alas, you have not known that (bower. 
That marres a flower ; 
Nor felt th'unkind 
Breath of a blafting wind ; 
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Nor are ye worne with ycares j 
Or warpt, as we. 

Who think it ftrange to fee, 
Such pretty flowers, like to Orphans young. 
To fpeak by Teares, before ye have a Tongue. 

Speak, whimp'ring Younglings, and make known 
The reafon, why 
Ye droop, and weep ; 
Is it for want of fleep ? 
Or childifli Lullabie ? 
Or that ye have not feen as yet 
Tht Violet? 
Or brought a kifle 
From that Sweet-heart, to this ? 
No, no, this forrow fhown 

By your teares flied, 
Wo'd have this Lefture read. 
That things of greateft, fo of meaneft worth. 
Conceived with grief are, and with teares brought 
forth. 

How Rofes came red. 

ROfes at firft were white. 
Till they co'd not agree, 
Whether my Sapho's breaft. 
Or they more white flio'd be. 

But being vanquiflit quite, 
A blufli their cheeks befpred ; 
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Since which, beleeve the reft. 
The Rofes firft came red. 

Comfort to a Lady upon the Death of 
her Hufband. 

DRy your fweet cheek, long drown'd with for- 
rows raine ; 
Since Clouds difperft. Suns guild the Aire again. 
Seas chafe and fret, and beat, and over-boile ; 
But turne foone after calme, as Balme, or Oile. 
Winds have their time to rage ; but when they ceafe, 
The leavie-trees nod in a ftill-born peace. 
Your ftorme is over ; Lady, now appeare 
Like to the peeping fpring-time of the yeare. 
Off then with grave clothes; putfrefh colours on; 
And flow, and flame, in your Vermillion, 
Upon your cheek fate TJicles awhile ; 
Now let the Rofe raigne like a Queene, and finile. 

How Violets came blew. 

LOve on a day, wife Poets tell, 
Some time in wrangling fpent. 
Whether the Violets flio'd excell, 
Or flie, in fweeteft fcent. 

But Venus having loft the day, 
Poore Girles, flie fell on you ; 
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And beat ye fo, as fome dare fay, 
Her blowes did make ye blew. 

Upon Groynes, Epig. 

GRoyneSy for his fleflily Burglary of late, 
Stood in the Holy-Forum Candidate : 
The word is Roman ; but in Englifli knowne : 
Penance, and Handing fo, are both but one. 

7(9 the Willow-tree. 

THou art to all loft love the beft. 
The onely true plant found. 
Wherewith young men and maids diftreft. 
And left of love, are crown'd. 

When once the Lover's Rofe is dead. 

Or laid afide forlorne 5 
Then Willow-garlands, 'bout the head, 

Bedew'd with teares, are worne. 

When with Negleft, the Lover's bane, 

Poore Maids rewarded be, 
For their love loft : their onely gaine 

Is but a Wreathe from thee. 

And underneath thy cooling fliade. 

When weary of the light. 
The love-fpent Youth, and love-fick Maid, 

Come to weep out the night. 
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Mrs. Eliz, Wheeler, under the name of^ 
Loft Shepardejfe. 

AMong the Mirtles^ as I walkt, 
Love and my fighs thus intertalkt r 
Tell^ me, faid I, in deep diftreffe, 
Where I may find my Shepardefle. 
Thou foole, (aid Love, knovi^'ft thou not th 
In every thing that's fiveet, fhe is. 
In yond' Carnation goe and feek, 
There thou flialt find her lip and cheek : 
In that ennamel'd Panfte by. 
There thou (halt have her curious eye : 
. In bloome of Peachy and RofeS: bud. 
There waves the Streamer of her blood. 
'Tis true, (aid I, and thereupon 
I went to pluck them one by one, 
To make of parts an union ; 
But on a fudden all were gone. 
At which I ftopt ; Said Love, thefe be 
The true refemblances of thee ; 
For as thefe flowers, thy joyes muft die. 
And in the turning of an eye ; 
And all thy hopes of her muft wither. 
Like thofe (hort fweets ere knit together. 

^0 the King. 

IF when thefe Lyricks, Cesar, You (hall hea 
And that Apollo (hall fo touch Your eare, 
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As for to make this, that, or any one 
Number, Your owne, by free Adoption ; 
That Verfe,, of all the Verfes here, fliall be 
The Heire to This great Realme of Poetry^ 

To the Q^eene. 

GOddeJfe of Tout hy and Lady of the Springs 
Mojifit to be the Confort to a King. 
Be pleaPd to reft you in This Sacred Grovey 
Befet with Mirtles ; whofe each leafe drops Love. 
Many a iweet-fac't Wood-Nymph here is feene, 
Of which chaft Order You are now the ^eene : 
Witneffe their Homagey when they come and ftrew 
Your Walks with Flowers, and give their Crowns 

• to you. 
Your Leavie-Throne, with Z/V/^-work, pofleffe j 
And be both Princejfe here, and Poetrejfe. 

The Poefs good Wifhes for the moft hope- 
full and handfome Prince y the 
Duke of Yorke. 

MAy his pretty Duke-fhip grow 
Liket'aRofeof7^r/VA(7; 
Sweeter far, then ever yet 
Showrs or Sun-fhines co'd beget. 
May the Graces, and the Howers 
Strew his hopes, and Him with flowers : 
And fo dreflfe him up with Love, 
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As to be the Chick of Jove. 
May the thrice-three-Sifters fing 
Him the Soveraigne of their Spring : 
And entitle none to be 
Prince of Hellicon^ but He. 
May his foft foot, where it treads. 
Gardens thence produce and Meads : 
And thofe Meddowes fldl be fet 
With the Rofe, and Violet. 
May his ample Name be knowne 
To the laft fucceiSon : 
And his aftions high be told 
Through the world, but writ in gold. 

To Anthea, who may command him 
any thing. 

Bid jne to live, and I will live 
Thy Proteftant to be : 
Or bid me love, and I will give 
A loving heart to thee. 

A heart as foft, a heart as kind, 
A heart as found and free. 

As in the whole world thou canft find. 
That heart He give to thee. 

Bid that heart ftay, and it will ftay. 

To honour thy Decree : 
Or bid it languifli quite away, 

And't fhall doe fo for thee. ^ 
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Bid me to weep, and I will weep, 

While I have eyes to fee : 
And having none, yet I will keep 

A heart to weep for thee. 

Bid me defpaire, and He defpaire, 

Under that Cyprejfe tree : 
Or bid me die, and I will dare 

E'en Death, to die for thee. 

Thou art my life, my love, my heart, 

The very eyes of me : 
And haft command of every part, 

To live and die for thee. 



T 



Previjioitj or Provijion. 

Hat Prince takes fome enough the ViSfor^s roome^ 
Who jirji provides^ not to he overcome. 



T 



H 



Obedience in Subjects. 

He Gods to Kings the Judgement give tofway : 
The Subjects onely glory to ohay. 

More plenty lejfe peccant. 

E that may Jiny fins haft; Leave to tranfgrejfe 
Enfeebles much the feeds ofwickedneffe. 
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Upon a Maid that dyed the day Jbe was 
marryed. 

THat Morne which faw me made a Bride, 
The Ev'ning witneft that I dy*d. 
Thofe holy hghts, wherewith thejr guide 
Unto the bed the baflifiiU Bride, 
Serv'd, but as Tapers, for to burne. 
And light my Reliques to their Ume. 
This Epitaph J which here you fee, 
Supply'd the Epithalamie, 

Upon Pink an ill-fac'd Painter. Epig. 

TO paint the Fiend, P/«^ would the Devill fee; 
And fo he may, if he'll be rul*d by me : 
Let but Pink's face i' th' Looking-glaffe be fliowne. 
And Pini may paint the Devill*s by his owne. 

Upon Brock. Epig. 

TO clenfe his eyes, Tom Brock makes much adoe. 
But not his mouth, the fouler of the two. 
A clammie Reume makes loathfome both his ey^: 
His mouth worfefurr'd with oathes and blafphemies. 

To Meddowes. 

YE have been frefh and green. 
Ye have been filPd with flowers : 
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And ye the Walks have been 

Where Alaids have fpcnt their houres. 

You have beheld, how they 

With Wicker Arks did come 
To kiffe, and beare away 

The richer Couflips home. 

Y'ave heard them fweetly fmg, 

And feen them in a Round : 
Each Virgin, like a Spring, 

With Hony-fuccles crown'd. 

But now, we fee, none here, 

Whofe filv'rie feet did tread, 
And with difhevellM Haire, 

Adorn'd this fmoother Mead. 

Like Unthrifts, having fpent 

Your ftock, and needy grown, 
Y'are left here to lament 

Your poore eftates, alone. 



T 



Crojfes. 

Hough good things anfwer many good intents; 
Crojfes doejlill bring forth the heji events, 

Miferies. 

T Hough hourely comforts from the Gods we fee, 
No life is yet life-proofe from miferie. 
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Laugh and lie downe. 

Y*Ave laught enough, fweet, vary now your 
Text; 
And laugh no more ; or laugh, and lie down next. 

To his Houjhold'gods. 

Rife, Houfhold-gods, and let us goe ; 
But whither, I my felfe not know.. 
Firft, let us dwell on rudeft feas ; 
Next, with fevereft Salvages ; 
Laft, let us make our beft abode. 
Where humane foot, as* yet, ne'r trod : 
Search worlds of Ice ; and rather there 
Dwell, then in lothed Devonjhire. 

To the Nightingaky and Robin Red-brejl. 

WHen I departed am, ring thou my knell, 
Thou pittifiill, and pretty Phikmel: 
And when Pm laid out for a Corfe ; then be 
Thou Sexton^ Red-brefty for to cover me. 

To the Tew and Cyprejfe to grace his 
FuneralL 



B' 



) Oth you two have 
Relation to the grave : 
And where 
The f MnVflH-Thcmf founds^ you are there. 
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I fhall be made 
Ere long a fleeting fliade : 
Pray come, 
And doe fome honour to my Tomb. 

Do not deny 
My laft requeft ; for I 
Wm be 
Thankfull to you, or friends, for me, 

/ call and I call. 

I Call, I call : who doe ye call ? 
The Maids to catch this Cowflip-ball : 
But fince thefe Cowflips fading be, 
Troth, leave the flowers, and Maids, take me. 
Yet, if that neither you will doe. 
Speak but the word, and He take you. 

On a perfum'd Lady. 

YOu fey y'are fweet ; how (ho'd we know 
Whether that you be fweet or no ? 
From Powders and Perfumes keep free ; 
Then we fhall fmell how fweet you be* 

A Nuptiall Songy or Epithalamiey on Sir 
Clipfeby Crew and his Lady. 

TTZHat's that we fee from far? the fpring of 
Bloom'd from the Eaft, or faire InjeweVd Msjj 
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Blowne out of April ; or fome New- 
Star fiird with glory to our view. 

Reaching at heaven, 
To adde a nobler Planet to the feven ? 

Say, or doe we not defcrie 
Some Goddefle, in a cloud of Tiffanie 

To move, or rather the 
Emergent Venus from the Sea ? 

'Tis flie ! 'tis fhe ! or elfe fome more Divine 
Enlightned fubftance ; mark how from the Shrine 

Of holy Saints fhe paces on, 

Treading upon Vermilion 

And Amber; Spice- 
ing the Chafte Aire with fumes of Paradife. 

Then come on, come on, and yeeld 
A favour like unto a blefTed field. 

When the bedabled Morne 

Wafhes the golden eares of come. 

See where fhe comes; and fmell how all the flreet 
Breathes Vine-yards and Pomgranats : O howfweet ! 

As a fir'd Altar, is each flonc, 

Perfpiring pounded Cynamon* 

The Phenix nefl, 
Built up of odours, burneth in her breafl. 

Who therein wo'd not confume 
His foule to Afh-heaps in that rich perfume ? 
Beflroaking Fate the while 

He burnes to Embers on the Pile, 
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HimeHj O Himen ! tread the facred ground 5 
Shew thy white feet, and head with Marjoram 
crown'd : 
Mount up thy flames, and let thy Torch 
Difplay the Bridegroom in the porch. 
In his defires 
More towring, more difparkling then thy fires : 

Shew her how his eyes do turne 
And roule about, and m their motions bume 

Their balls to Cindars : hafte. 
Or elfe to afhes he will waftc. 

Glide by the banks of Virgins then, and paffe 
The Shewers of Rofes, lucky foure-leav'd graffe : 

The while the cloud of younglings fing^ 

And drown yee with a flowrie Spring : 
While fome repeat 
Your praiie, and blefs you, fprinkling you with 

While that others doe divine ; [Wheat : 
Bleji is thi Bridiy on whom the Sun doth Jhine; 
And thouiands ^adly wifh 

You multiply, as doth a Fifh. 

And beaudous Bride we do confefs y'are wife, 

In dealing forth thefe bafhfull jealoufies : 
In Love's name do fo ; and a price 
Set on your felfe, by being nice : 

But yet take heed 5 

What now you feem, be not the fame indeed, 
And turne Apojiate : Love will 

Part of the way be met j or fit ftone-ftilL 
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On then, and though you flow- 
ly go, yet, howfoever, go. 

And now y'are entered ; fee the Codled Cook 
Runs from his Torrid Zone^ to prie, and look, 

And bleffe his dainty Miftreffe : fee. 

The Aged point out, This is fhe. 

Who now muft (way 
The Houfe (Love fhield her) with her Yea and 

And the fmirk Butler thinks it [Nay : 
Sin, in's Nap'rie, not to exprefs his wit j 
Each ftriving to devife 

Some gin, wherewith to catch your eyes. 

To bed, to bed, kind Turtles, now, and write 
This the fliort*ft day, and this the longeft night; 

But yet too fhort for you : 'tis we. 

Who count this night as long as three. 
Lying alone. 
Telling the Clock ftrike Ten, Eleven, Twelve, 

Quickly, quickly then prepare j [One. 

And let the Young-men and the Bride-maids (hare 

Your Garters ; and their joynts 

Encircle with the Bride-grooms Points. 

By the Bride's eyes, and by the teeming life 
Of her green hopes, we charge ye, that no ftrife. 
Farther then Gentlenes tends, gets place 
Among ye, ftriving for her lace : 
O doe not fall 
Foule in thefe noble paftimes, left ye call 
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Difcord in, and fo divide 
The youthfull Bride-groom, and the fragrant Bride : 
Which Love fore-fend; but fpoken, 
Be't to your praife, no peace was broken. 

Strip her of Spring-time, tender whimpring maids, 
Now Autumne*s come, when all thofe flowrie aids 

Of her Delayes muft end ; Difpofe 

That Lady-fmock^ that Panjie^ and that Rofe 
Neatly apart ; 
But for Prick-madam^ and for Gentle-heart ; 

And foft Maidens-blujh^ the Bride 
Makes holy thefe, all others lay afide : 

Then ftrip her, or unto her 

Let him come, who dares undo her. 

And to enchant yee more, fee every where 
About the Roofe a Syren in a Sphere, 

As we think, fmging to the dinne 

Of many a warbling Cherubim : 

O marke yee how 
The foule of Nature melts in numbers : now 

See, a thoufand Cupids flye. 
To light their Tapers at the Bride's bright eye. 
To Bed ; or her they*l tire, 

Were Ihe an Element of fire. 

And to your more bewitching, fee, the proud 
Plumpe Bed beare up, and iwelling like a cloud. 
Tempting the two too modeft 5 can 
Yee fee it brufle like a Swan, 
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And you be cold 
To meet it, when it woo's and feemes to fold 
The Armes to hugge it ? throw, throw 
Your fclves into the mighty over-flow 

Of that white Pride, and Drown^ 
The night, with you, in floods of Downe. 

The bed is ready, and the maze of Love 
Lookes for the treaders ; every where is wove 

Wit and new mifterie ; read, and 

Put in pra(ftife, to underftand 

And know each wile. 
Each hieroglyphick of a kifli or fmile 5 

And do it to the full ; reach 
High in your own conceipt, and fome way teach 
Nature and Art, one more 

Phy, then they ever knew before. 

If needs we muft for Ceremonies-fake, 
BleflTe a Sack-pojfet ; Luck go with it; take 

The Night-Charme quickly 5 you have fpells, 

And magicks for to end, and hells. 
To pafle J but fuch 
And of fuch Torture as no one would gnitch 

To live therein for ever : Frie 
And confume, and grow again to die, 

And live, and in that cafe. 

Love the confiiflon of the place. 

But fince It muft be done, difpatch, and fowe 
Up in a fheet your Bride, and what if fo 
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It be with Rock, or walles of Braffe, 
Ye Towre her up, as Danae was ; 

Thinke you that this, 
Or hell it felfi? a powerfull Bulwarke is f 

I tell yee no ; but like a 
Bold bolt of thunder he will make his way, 

And rend the cloud, and throw 
The fliect about, like flakes of fnow. 

All now is hufht in filence ; Midwife-moont^ 
With all her Owle-efd ifTue, begs a boon 

Which you muft grant ; that's entrance ; 

Which extraft, all we can call pith [with 
And quintifcence 
Of Planetary bodies ; fo commence 

All feire Conflellations 
Looking upon yee, that, That Nations 

Springing from two fuch Fires, 

May blaze the vertue of their Sires. 

Thejilken Snake. 

FOr fport my Julia threw a Lace 
Of filke and filver at my face : 
Watchet the filke was ; and did make 
A fhew, as if 't 'ad been a fiiake : 
The fuddennefs did me affright 5 
But though it fcar'd, it did not bite. 
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Upon him/elf e. 

I Am Sive-like, and can hold 
Nothing hot, or nothing cold. ' 
Put in Love, and put in too 
Jealoufie, and both will through : 
Put in Feare, and Hope, and Doubt ; 
What comes in, runnes quickly out : 
Put in Secrecies withall. 
What ere enters, out it fhall : 
But if you can ftop the Sive, 
For mine own part Tde as lieve 
Maides Iho'd (ay, or Virgins fing, 
Herrick keeps, as holds nothing. 

Upon Love. 

LOve's a thing, as I do heare, 
Ever full of penfive feare ; 
Rather then to which Pie fall, 
Truft me. Pie not like at all : 
If to love I fhould entend. 
Let my haire then ftand an end : 
And that terrour likewife prove, 
Fatall to me in my love. 
But if horrour cannot flake 
Flames, which wo'd an entrance make ; 
Then the next thing I defire, 
Is to love, and live i'th fire. 
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Reverence to Riches. 

Ike to the Income muft be our expence ; 
^ Man* 5 Fortune muft he had in reverence. 
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"Devotion makes the Deity. 

Ho formes a Godhead out of Gold or Stone ^ 
Makes not a God; but he that pray es to one. 

To all young Men that love. 



I Could wifli you all, who love. 
That ye could your thoughts remove 
From your Miftreffes, and be, 
Wifely wanton, like to me. 
I could wifli you difpoffeft 
Of that Fiend that marres your reft; 
And with Tapers comes to fright 
Your weake fenfes in the night. 
I coM wifh, ye all, who frie 
Cold as Ice, or coole as I. 
But if flames beft like ye, then 
Much good do*t ye. Gentlemen. 
I a merry heart will keep. 
While you wring your hands and weep. 

The Eyes. 

'^np^Is a known principle in War, 
JL The eies be firft, that conquer'd are. 
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No Fault in Women. 

NO fault in women to refufe 
The offer, which they moft wo'd chufe. 
No fault in women, to confefTe 
How tedious they are in their drefle. 
No fault in women, to lay on 
The tinfture of Vermillion : 
And there to give the cheek a die 
Of white, where nature doth deny. 
No fault in women, to make fliow 
Of largenefs, when th'are nothing Co : 
When, true it is, the out-fide fwels 
With inward Buckram, little elfe. 
No fault in women, though they be 
But feldome from fufpition free : 
No fault in womankind, at all, 
If they but flip, and never M, 

Upon Shark. Epig. 

SHark when he goes to any publick feaft, 
Eates to ones thinking, of all there, the leaft. 
What faves the mafler of the Houfe thereby ? 
When if the fervants fearch, they may defcry 
In his wide Codpeece, dinner being done. 
Two Napkins cram'd up, and a filver Spoone. 
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Oberon's Feafi. 

SHapcot ! to thee the Fairy State 
/, with difcretion^ dedicate, 
Becaufe thou prizeji things that are 
Curious^ and un-familiar. 
Take firft the feaji I thefe dijhes gone ; 
WeeHfee the Fairy-Court anon, 

A Little mufhroome table fpred, 
After Abort prayers, they fet on bread \ 
A Moon-parcht grain of pureft wheat, 
With fome fmall glit'ring gritt, to eate 
His choyce bitts with ; then in a trice 
They make a feaft leffe great then nice. 
But all this while his eye is ferv'd, 
We muft not thinke his eare was ftcrv^d : 
But that there was in place to ftir 
His Spleen, the chirring Grafliopper; 
The merry Cricket, puling Flie, 
The piping Gnat for minftralcy. 
And now, we muft imagine firft, 
The Elves prefent to quench his thirft 
A pure feed-Pearle of Infant dew, 
Brought and befweetned in a blew 
And pregnant violet ; which done, 
His kitling eyes begin to runne 
Quite through the table, where he fpies 
The homes of paperie Butterflies, 
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Of which he eates, and taftes a little 

Of that we call the Cuckoes fpittle. 

A little Fuz-ball pudding ftands 

By, yet not bleffed by his hands. 

That was too coorfe ; but then forthwith 

He ventures boldly on the pith 

Of fugred Rufh, and eates the fagge 

And well beftrutted Bees fweet bagge : 

Gladding his pallat with fome ftore 

Of Emits eggs ; what wo'd he more ? 

But Beards of Mice, a Newt's ftew'd thigh, 

A bloated Earewig, and a Flie \ 

With the Red-capt worme, that's fhut 

Within the concave of a Nut, 

Browne as his Tooth. A little Moth, 

Late fetned in a piece of cloth : 

With withered cherries ; Mandrakes cares ; 

Moles eyes ; to thefe, the flain-Stags teares : 

The undtuous dewlaps of a Snaile j 

The broke-heart of a Nightingale 

Ore-come in muficke ; with a wine, 

Ne're ravifht from the flattering Vine, 

But gently preft from the foft fide 

Of the moft fweet and dainty Bride, 

Brought in a dainty daizie, which 

He fully quafl^s up to bewitch 

His blood to height ; this done, commended 

Grace by his Prieft ; The feaft is ended. 
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Event of Things not in our Power. 

Y Time, and Counfell, doe the beft we can, 
Th'event is never in the power of man. 
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Upon her Blu/h. 

Hen Julia blufhes, flie do's fliow 
Cheeks like to Rofes, when they blow. 

Merits make the Man. 

Ur Honours, and our Commendations be 
Due to the Merits, not Authoritie. 



To Virgins. 

HEare, ye Virgins, and He teach. 
What the times of old did preach. 
Rofamond was in a Bower 
Kept, as Danae in a Tower : 
But yet Love, who fubtile is. 
Crept to that, and came to this. 
Be ye lockt up like to thefe. 
Or the rich Hefperides ; 
Or thofe Babies in your eyes. 
In their Chriftall Nunneries ; 
Notwithftanding Love will win. 
Or elfe force a paffage in : 
And as coy be, as you can, 
. Gifts will get ye, or the man. 

M 
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Vertue. 

Ach muft, in vertue, ftrive for to excell ; 
That man lives twice j that lives thefirftlifewelh 

The Bell-man. 

FRom noife of Scare-fires reft ye free. 
From Murders Benedicitie. 
From all mifchances, that may fright 
Your pleafing flumbers in the night : 
Mercie fecure ye all, and keep 
The Goblin from ye, while ye fleep. 
Paft one aclock, and almoft two. 
My Matters all, Good day to you. 
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Bajhfulnejfe. 

F all our parts, the eyes exprefle 
The fweeteft kind of bafhfulnefle. 



To the moft accomplijht Gentleman, Mafter 

Edward Norgate, Clark of the Signet 

to His Majejiy. Epig. 

FOr one fo rarely tun'd to fit all parts ; 
For one to whom efpousM are all the Arts ; 
Long have I fought for : but co'd never fee 
Them all concenter'd in one man, but Thee. 
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"^hus, thou that man art, whom the Fates confpir'd 
''o make but One, and that's thy felfe, admir'd. 

Upon Prudence Baldwin her Sicknejfe. . 

PRue^ my dcareft Maid, is fick, 
Almoft to be Lunatick : 
jE/culapius ! come and bring 
Means for her recovering ; 
And a gallant Cock fhall be 
OfFer'd up by Her, to Thee. 

To Apollo. AJhort Hymne. 

PHcebus ! when that I a Verfe, 
Of fome numbers more rehearfe ; 
Tune my words, that they may fall, 
Each way fmoothly Muficall : 
For which favour, there fhall be 
Swans devoted unto thee. 

A Hymne to Bacchus. 

BAcchus^ let me drink no more ; 
Wild are Seas, that want a fhore. 
When our drinking has no ftint. 
There is no one pleafure in't. 
I have drank up for to pleafe 
Thee, that great cup Hercules : 
Urge no more ; and there fhall be 
Daffadills g'en up to Thee. 
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Upon Bungie. 

BUngie do's feft ; looks pale ; puts Sack-cloth 
Not out of Confcience, or Religion : [on ; 
Or that this Yonker keeps fo ftri£t a Lent, 
Fearing to break the King's Commandement : 
But being poore, and knowing Flefh is deare, 
He keeps not one, but many Lents i'th'yeare. 

On Himfelfe. 

HEre down my wearyed limbs He lay ; 
My Pilgrims ftafFe ; my weed of gray : 
My Palmers hat ; my Scallops (hell j 
My Croffe ; my Cord ; and all farewell. 
For having now my journey done, 
Juft at the fetting of the Sun, 
Here I have found a Chamber fit, 
God and good friends be thankt for it. 
Where if I can a lodger be 
A little while from Tramplers free ; 
At my up-rifing next, I fhall. 
If not requite, yet thank ye all. 
Meane while, the Holy-Rood hence fright 
The fouler Fiend, and evill Spright, 
From fearing you or yours this night. 

Cafualties. 

GOod things, that come of courfe, for lefTe doc 
pleafe, I 

Then thofe, wYucVi com^ \s^ ^>«^«.t contingences. j 
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Bribes and Gifts get all. 

Ead falls the Caufe, if once the Hand be mute; 
But let that fpeak, the Client gets the fuit. 

The End. 



I 



F well thou haft begun, goe on fore-right ; 
It is the End that crownes uSj not the Fight. 

Upon a Child that dyed. 

HEre {he lies, a pretty bud, 
Lately made of flefh and blood : 
Who, as foone, fell faft afleep. 
As her lirtle eyes did peep. 
Give her ftrewings ; but not ftir 
The earth, that lightly covers her. 

Upn Sneape. Epg. 

"^Neape has a fece fo brittle, that it breaks 
' Forth into blufhes, whenfoere he fpeaks. 

Content y not Cates. 

*^T^Is not the food, but the content 

JL That makes the Table's merriment. 
Where Trouble ferves the board, we eate 
The Platters there, as foone as meat. 
A little Pipkin with a bit 
Of Mutton, or of Veale in it^ 
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Set on my Table, Trouble-free, 
More then a Feaft contenteth me. 

^he Entertainment : or, Porch-vetfey at the 

Marriage of Mr. Hen. Northly, and 

the moft witty Mrs. Lettice Yard. 

WEelcome ! but yet no entrance, till we bleffe 
Firft you, then you, and both for white 
fucceffe. 
Profane no Porch, young man and maid, for fear 
Ye wrong the Threjhold-god^ that keeps peace here: 
Pleafe him, and then all good-luck will betide 
You, the brifk Bridegroome, you, the dainty Bride. 
Do all things fweedy, and in comely wife ; 
Put on your Garlands firft, then Sacrifice : 
That done ; when both of you have feemly fed, 
We'll call on Night, to bring ye both to Bed : 
Where being laid, all Faire fignes looking on, 
Fifli-like, encreafe then to a million : 
And millions of fpring-times may ye have. 
Which fpent, on death,bring to ye both one Grave. 

"The Good-night or Bleffing. 

BLefEngs, in abundance come. 
To the Bride, and to her Groome j 
May the Bed, and this fhort night. 
Know the fulnefs of delight ! 
Pleafures many here attend ye. 
And ere long, a Boy Love fend ye 
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Curld and comely, and fo trimme, 
Maides, in time, may ravifh hinu 
Thus a dew of Graces fall 
On ye both ; Goodnight to all. 

Upon Leech. 

LEech boafts, he has a Pill, that can alone. 
With fpeed give fick men their falvation : 
*Tis ftrange, his Father long time haS been ill. 
And credits Phyfick, yet not trufts his Pill : 
And why ? he knowes he muft of Cure defpaire, 
Who makes th'e flie Phyfitian his Heire. 

To Daffadills. 

FAire Daffadills, we weep to fee 
You hafte away fo (bone : 
As yet the early-rifmg Sun 
Has not attain'd his Noone. 
Stay, ftay, 
Untill the bailing day 
Has run 
But to the Even-fong ; 
And, having pray'd together, we 

Will goe with you along. 

We have fhort time to ftay, as you, 
We have as fhort a Spring ; 

As quick a growth to meet Decay, 
As you, or any thing. 
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We die. 
As your hours doe, and drie 

Away, 
Like to the Summers raine ; 
Or as the pearles of Morning's dew 
Ne'r to be found againe. 

I'o a Maid. 

YOu (ay, you love me \ that I thus muft prove ; 
If that you lye, then I will (weare you love. 

Upon a Lady that dyed in child-bed^ and left 
a Daughter behind her. 

AS Gilly flowers do but ftay 
To blow, and feed, and (b away ; 
So you fweet Lady, fweet as May, 
The gardens-glory liv'd a while. 
To lend the world your (cent and finile. 
But when your own faire print was fet 
Once in a Virgin Fhfculet^ 
Sweet as your felfe, and newly blown. 
To give diat life, refign*d your own : 
But fo, as ftill the mother*s power 
Lives in the pretty Lady-flower. 

A New-yeares Gift Jent to Sir Simeon 
Steward. 
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O newes of Navies burnt at Seas ; 
No noife of late Ipawn'd Tittyries : 
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No cloffet plot, or open vent, 
That frights men with a Parliament : 
No new devife, or late found trick. 
To read by th' Starres, the Kingdoms lick : 
No ginne to catch the State, or wring 
The free-born Nofthrills of the King, 
We fend to you ; but here a jolly 
Verfe crown'd with Tvie^ and with Holly : 
That tels of Winters Tales and Mirth, 
That Milk-maids make about the hearth, 
Of Chriftmas fports, the JVaJfell-boule^ 
That toft up, after Fox-Pth'hole : 
Of Blind-man-'buffe^ and of the care 
That young men have to fhooe the Mare : 
OfTwelf-tide Cakes, of Peafe, and Beanes 
Wherewith ye make thofe merry Sceanes, 
When as ye chufe your King and Queen, 
And cry out. Hey ^ for our town green. 
Of Afh-heapes, in the which ye ufe 
Hufbands and Wives by ftreakes to chufe : 
Of crackling Laurell, which forie-founds, 
A Plentious harveft to your grounds : 
Of thefe, and fuch like things, for fliift. 
We fend in ftead of New-yeares gift. 
Read then, and when your faces fhine 
With buckfome meat and capring Wine : 
Remember us in Cups fiill crownM, 
And let our Citie-health go round. 
Quite through the young maids and the men, 
To the ninth number, if not tenne ; 
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Untill the fired Chefiiuts leape 

For joy, to fee the fruits ye reape. 

From the plumpe Challice, and the Cup, 

That tempts till it be toffed up : 

Then as ye fit about your embers. 

Call not to mind thofe fled Decembers ; 

But think on thefe, that are t'appeare. 

As Daughters to the inftant yeare : 

Sit crown'd with Rofe-buds, and caroufe. 

Till Liber Pater twirles the houie 

About your eares ; and lay upon 

The yeare, your cares, that's fled and gon. 

And let the ruflet Swaines the Plough 

And Harrow hang up refting now ; 

And to the Bag-pipe all addreflTe ; 

Till fleep takes place of wearineflTe. 

And thus, throughout, with Chriftmas playes 

Frolick the full twelve Holy-dayes. 



MattenSy or Morning Prayer. 

WHen with the Virgin morning thou do'ft rife, 
Croffing thy felfe ; come thus to facrifice : 
Firft wafh thy heart in innocence, then bring 
Pure hands, pure habits, pure, pure every diing. 
Next to the Altar humbly kneele, and thence, 
Give up thy foule in clouds of franldnfence. 
Thy golden Cenfors filPd with odours fweet, 
Shall make thy a£lions with their ends to meet 
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Evenjong. 

BEginne with ycrue ; then is the worke halfe done j 
And runnes moft finoothly, when tis well h&- 
gunne. 
yove^s is the firft and hft : the Morn's his due, 
The midft is thine ; but yoves the Evening too ; 
As fure a Mattins do's to him belong, 
So fure he layes claime to the Evenfong. 

The Braclet to Julia. 

WHy I tye about thy wrift, 
Julia^ this my filken twift ; 
For what other reafon is't. 
But to fhew thee how in part. 
Thou my pretty Captive art ? 
But thy Bondflave is my heart : 
'Tis but filke that bindeth thee. 
Knap the thread, and thou art free : 
But 'tis otherwife with me ; 
I am bound, and faft bound fo. 
That from thee I cannot go. 
If I co'd, I wo'd not fo. 

The Chriftian Militant. 

A Man prepar'd againft all ills to come. 
That dares to dead the fire of martirdome : 
That fleeps at home j and fayling there at eafe, 
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Feares not the fierce fedition of the Seas : 

That's counter-proofe againft the Farms mif-haps, 

Undreadfull too of courtly thunderclaps : 

That weares one face, like heaven, and never fhowes 

A change, when Fortune either comes, or goes : 

That keepes his own ftrong guard, in the defpight 

Of what can hurt by day, or harme by night : 

That takes and re-delivers every ftroake 

Of Chance, as made up all of rock, and oake : 

That fighs at other's death ; fmiles at his own 

Moft dire and horrid crucifixion. 

Who for true glory fuflFers thus ; we grant 

Him to be here our Chrijiian militant. 

AJhort Hymne to Larr. 

T Hough I cannot give thee fires 
Glit'ring to my free defires : 
Thefe accept, and lie be free, 
OflFering Poppy unto thee. 

Another to Neptune. 

Mighty Neptune^ may it pleafe 
Thee, the ReSfor of the Seas, 
That my Barque may fafely runne 
Through thy watrie-region ; 
And a Tunnie-fijh fhall be 
OfFer'd up, with thanks to thee. 



HESPERIDES. 173 



Upon Greedy. Epig. 

AN old, old widow Greedy needs wo'd wed, 
Not for affe£lion to her, or her Bed ; 
But in regard, 'twas often faid, this old 
Woman wo*d bring him more then co'd be told, 
He tooke her ; now the jeft in this appeares. 
So old fhe was, that none coM tell her yeares. 

His Embalming to Julia. 

FOr my embalming, Julia^ do but this. 
Give thou my lips but their fupreameft kifs : 
Or elfe trans-fufe thy breath into the cheft, 
Where my fmall reliques muft for ever reft : 
That breath the Balm^ the myrrh^ the Nard fhal 
To give an incorruption unto me. [be. 
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Goldy before Goodnejfe. 

Ow rich a man is, all defire to know ; 
But none enquires if good he be, or no. 



The Kifle. A Dialogue, 

I. A Mong thy Fancies, tell me this^, 

-/jL What is the thing we call a kifle ? 
2. 1 fhall refolve ye, what it is. 

It is a creature born and bred 
Between the lips, all cherrie-red. 
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By love and warme defires fed, 
Chor. And makes more foft the Bridall Bed. 

2. It is an a£live flame, that flies, 
Firft, to the Babies of the eyes ; 
And charmes them there with lullabies ; 
Chor. And ftils the Bride too, when fhe cries. 

2. Then to the chin, the cheek, the eare. 
It frifks, and flyes, now here, now there, 
'Tis now farre off, and then tis nere ; 
Chor. And here, and there, and every where. 

I. Has it a fpeaking virtue ? 2. Yes. 
I. How fpeaks it, fey ? 2. Do you but this. 
Part your joyn'd lips, then fpeaks your kiflfc ,- 
Chor. And this love's fweeteft language is. 

I. Has it a body ? 2. I, and wings. 
With thousand rare encolourings : 
And as it flyes, it gently fings, 
Chor. Love, honie yeelds ; but never ftings. 

I'he Admonition. 

SEeft thou thofe Diamonds which fhe weares 
In that rich Garkanet ; 
Or thofe on her difhevel'd haires, 
Faire Pearles in order fet ? 
Beleeve, young man, all thofe were teares 

By wretched Wooers fent. 
In mourn full Hyacinths and Rue^ 
That figure difcontent j 
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Which when not warmed by her view, 

By cold negleft, each one, 
Congeal'd to Pearle and ftone ; 

Which precious fpoiles upon her, 
She weares as trophees of her honour. 
Ah, then confider what all this implies ; [eyes. 
She that will weare thy teares, wo'd weare thine 

^0 his honoured Kin/man Sir William 
Soame. Epig. 

I Can but name thee, and methinks I call 
All that have been, or are canonicall 
For love and bountie, to come neare, and fee. 
Their many vertues volum'd up in thee ; 
In thee. Brave Man ! whofe incorrupted fame, 
Cafts forth a light like to a Virgin flame : 
And as it fhines, it throwes a fcent about. 
As when a Rain-bow in perfumes goes out. 
So vanifli hence, but leave a name, as fweet. 
As Benjamin^ and Storax^ when they meet. 

On Himfelfe. 

ASke me, why I do not fing 
To the tenfion of the ftring. 
As I did, not long ago. 
When my numbers full did flow ? 
Griefe, ay me ! hath ftruck my Lute, 
.And my tongue at one time mute. 
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Tlo Larr. 

NO more (hall I, flnce I am driven hence, 
Devote to thee my graines of Frankinfence : 
No more fhall I from mantle-trees hang downe, 
To honour thee, my little Parfly crown : 
No more fliall I, I feare me, to thee bring 
My chives of Garlick for an offering : 
No more fliall I, from henceforth, heare a quire 
Of merry Crickets by my Country fire. 
Go where I will, thou luckie Larr^ ftay here, 
Warme by a glit'ring chimnie all the yeare. 

The Departure of the good Daemon. 

WHat can I do in Poetry, 
Now the good Spirit's gone from me ? . 
Why nothing now, but lonely fit, 
And over-read what I have writ. 

Clemency. 

FOr punifliment in warre, it will fuffice, 
If the chiefe Author of the faftion dyes ; 
Let but few fmart, but ftrike a feare through all : 
Where the fault fprings, there let the judgement fell. 

His Agey dedicated to his peculiar friend^ 

M. John Wickes, under the Name 

of Pofthumus. 

AH Pofthumus ! our yeares hence flye, 
And leave no found ; nor piety, 
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Or prayers, or vow 
Can keepe the wrinkle from the brow : 

But we muft on, 
As Fate do's lead or draw us ; none. 
None, Pojihumus^ co'd ere decline 
The doome of cruell Proferpine. 

The pleafing wife, the houfe, the ground 
Muft all be left, no one plant found 

To follow thee. 
Save only the Curjl-Ciprejfe tree : 

A merry mind 
Looks forward, fcornes what's left behind : 
Let's live, my TVickes^ then, while we may, 
And here enjoy our Holiday. 

Wave feen the paft-beft Times, and thefe 
Will nere return, we fee the Seas, 

And Moons to wain ; 
But they fill up their Ebbs again : 

But vanifht man. 
Like to a Lilly-loft, nere can, 
Nere can repullulate, or bring 
His dayes to fee a fecond Spring. 

But on we muft, and thither tend. 
Where Anchus and rich Ttullus blend 

Their facred feed : 
Thus has Infernall Jove decreed ; 

We muft be made, 
Ere long, a fong, ere long, a fliade. 

N 
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Why then, fince life to us is fhort. 
Lets make it full up, by our fport 

Crown we our Heads with Rofes then. 
And *noint with Tirian Balme; for when 

We two are dead. 
The world with us is buried. 

Then live we free. 
As is the Air, and let us be 
Our own fair wind, and mark each one 
Day with the white and Luckie ftone. 

We are not poore ; although we have 
No roofs of Cedar, nor our brave 

Baiie^ nor keep 
Account of fuch a flock of fheep ; 

Nor Bullocks fed 
To lard the fhambles : Barbels bred 
To kiffe our hands, nor do we wifh 
For Pollio*s Lampries in our dilh. 

If we can meet, and fo conferre. 
Both by a fhining Salt-feller j 

And have our Roofe, 
Although not archt, yet weather proofe. 

And feeling free. 
From that cheape Candle baudery : 
We'le eate our Beane with that full mirth. 
As we were Lords of all the earth. 

Well then, on what Seas we are tofl. 
Our comfort is, we can't be lofl. 
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Let the winds drive 
Our Barke j yet (he will keepe alive 

Amidft the deepes j 
'Tis conftancy, my TVickes^ vfYiicYi keepes 
The Pinnace up ; which though fhe erres 
I'th' Seas, flie faves her paflengers. 

Say, we muft part, fweet mercy blefle. 
Us both i'th' Sea, Camp, Wildemefle, 

Can we fo farre 
Stray, to become lefle circular. 

Then we are now ? 
No, no, that felfe fame heart, that vow. 
Which made us one, fhall ne*r undoe ; 
Or ravell (b, to make us two. 

Live in thy peace ; as for my felfe. 
When I am bruifed on the Shelfe 

Of Time, and fhow 
My locks behung with froft and fiiow : 

When with the reume. 
The cough, the ptiflck, I confiime 
Unto an almoft nothing ; then. 
The Ages fled. He call agen : 

And with a teare compare thefe lafl: 
Lame, and bad times, with thofe are paft. 

While Baucis by. 
My old leane wife, fhall kifle it dry : 

And fo we'l fit 
By 'th 'fire, foretelling fiiow and flit. 
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And weather by our aches, grown 
Now old enough to be our own 

True Calenders, as Puffes eare 

Wafht or's, to tell what change is neare : 

Then to affwage 
The gripings of the chine by age ; 

Pie call my young 
liilus to fing fuch a fong 
I made upon my yulia^s breft ; 
And of her blufli at fuch a feaft. 

Then fhall he read- that flowre of mine 
EncloPd within a chriftall fhrine : 

A Primrofe next ; 
A piece, then of a higher text : 

For to beget 
In me a more tranfcendant heate. 
Then that infinuating fire. 
Which crept into each aged Sire. 

When the faire Hellen^ from her eyes. 
Shot forth her loving Sorceries : 

At which Pie reare 
Mine aged limbs above my chaire : 

And hearing it. 
Flutter and crow, as in a fit 
Of frefti concupifcence, and cry. 
No luji theres like to Poetry. 

Thus frantick crazie man. Got wot^ 
He call to mind things half forgot : 
And oft between, 
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Repeat the Times that I have feen ! 

Thus ripe with tears, 
And twifting my lulus hairs ; 
Doting, He weep and fay, In Truth, 
Baucis^ thefe were my fins of youth. 

Then next Ue caufe my hopeful! Lad, 
If a wild Apple can be had. 

To crown the Hearth, 
Larr thus confpiring with our mirth. 

Then to infufe 
Our browner Ale into the crufe : 
Which fweetly fpic't, we'l firft caroufe 
Unto the Genius of the houfe. 

Then the next health to friends of mine. 
Loving the brave Burgundian wittiy 

High fons of Pith, 
Whofe fortunes I have frolickt with : 

Such as co'd well 
Bear up the Magick bough, and fpel : 
And dancing 'bout the Myftick Thyrfe^ 
Give up the juft applaufe to verfe : 

To thofe, and then agen to thee 
We'l drink, my TVickes^ untill we be 

Plump as the cherry. 
Though riot fo freih, yet full as merry 

As the crickit ; 
The untam'd Heifer, or the Pricket, 
Untill our tongues fhall tell our earsj 
Ware younger by a fcorc of years. 
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Thus, till we fee the fire lefTe fhine 
From th' embers, then the kitlings eyne, 

We'l ftm fit up. 
Sphering about the waiTail cup. 

To all thofe times. 
Which gave me honour for my Rhimes, 
The cole once fpent, we'l then to bed, 
Farre more then night bewearied. 

Afliort Hymne to Venus. 

GOddefe^ I do love a Girle 
ii«^iV-lipt, and tooth'd with Pearl: 
If fo be, I may but prove 
Luckie in this Maide I love : 
I will promife there fhall be 
Mirtles offerM up to Thee. 

To a Gentlewoman onjuft dealing. 

TRue to your felf, and (beets, you'l have m 
fwear. 
You (hall ; if righteous dealing I find there. 
Do not you fall through frailty ; He be fure 
To keep my Bond ftill free from forfeiture. 



T 



The Hand and Tongue. 

^Wo parts of us fucceffively command ; 
The tongue in peace ; but then in warre tl 
hand. 
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Upon a delaying Lady. 

COme, come awajr, 
Or let me go ; 
Muft I here ftay, 
Becaufe y'are flow ; 
And will continue fo ? 
Troth, Lady, no. 

I fcorne to be 
A flave to ftate : 
And fince I'm free, 
I will not wait. 
Henceforth at fuch a rate. 
For needy Fate. 

If you defire 

My (park (ho'd glow. 

The peeping fire 

You muft blow ; 

Or I fhall quickly grow. 

To Froft or Snow. 

To the Lady Mary Villars, Governejfe to the 
Princejfe Henretta. 

WHen I of Villars doe but heare the name. 
It calls to mind, that mighty Buckingham^ 
Who was your brave exalted Uncle here. 
Binding the wheele of Fortune to his Sphere ; 
Who fpurn'd at Envie ; and co'd bring, with eafe. 
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An end to all his ftately purpofes. 

For his love then, whofe facred Reliques (how 

Their Refurrediion, and their growth in you : 

And for my fake, whoever did prefer ' 

You, above adl Thofe Sweets of Wejiminjier : 

Permit my Book to have a free acceiTe 

To kiffe your hand, moft Dainty Govemefle. 

Upon his Julia. 

Will ye heare, what I can fay 
Briefly of my 7«//«? 
Black and rowling is her eye, 
Double chinn'd, and forehead high : 
Lips (he has, all Rubie red. 
Cheeks like Creame Enclarited : 
And a nofe that is the grace 
And Profcenium of her face. 
So that we may guefle by thefe. 
The other parts will richly pleafe. 

T(^ Flowers. 

IN time of life, I grac*t ye with my Verfe ; 
Doe now your flowrie honours to my Herfe. 
You fliall not languifh, truft me : Virgins here 
Weeping, fliall make ye flourifli all the yeere. 
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To my ill Reader. 

Hou fay'ft my lines are hard ; 
And I the truth will tell j 



HESPERIDES. 185 

They are both hard, and marr'd, 
If thou not read'ft them well. 

The Power in the People. 

Et Kings Command, and doethebeft they may, 
-^ The faucie SubjeSs ftill will beare the fway. 

A Hymne to Venus, and Cupid. 

SEa-born Groddefle, let me be. 
By thy fonne thus grac't, and thee ; 
That when ere I wooe, I find 
Virgins coy, but not unkind. 
Let me when I kifle a maid, 
Tafte her lips, fo over-laid 
With Loves-firrop ; that I may. 
In your Temple, when I pray, 
Kifle the Altar, and confefs 
Ther*s in love, no bitternefs. 

On Julia's Piaure. 

iOw am I ravifht ! when I do but fee. 
The Painter's art in thy Sciography ? 
fo, how much more fliall I dote thereon, 
'^heh once he gives it incarnation ? 

Her Bed. 

SEe'ft thou that Cloud as filver cleare. 
Plump, foft, & fwelling everywhere ? 
'Tis Julians Bed, and flie fleeps there. 
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Her Legs. 



j^Ain would I kifs my Julians dainty Leg, 
Which is as white and hair-lefs as an egge. 

Upon her Almes. 

SEe how the poore do waiting ftand, 
For the expanfion of thy hand. 
A wafer Dol'd by thee, will fwell 
Thoufands to feed by miracle. 

Rewards. 

'Till to our gains our chief refpedl is hadj 
' Reward it is, that makes us good or bad. 
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Nothing new. 

Othing is New : we walk where others went. 
Ther's no vice now, but has his prefident. 

The Rainbow. 



LOok, how the Rainbow doth appeare 
But in one onely Hemifphere : 
So likewife after our diiTeace, 
No more is feen the Arch of Peace. 
That Cov'nant's here ; the under-bow. 
That nothing fhoots, but war and woe. 
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The meddow Verfe or Aniverjary to Miftrit 
Bridget Lowman. 

COme with the Spring-time forth, Fair Maid, 
This year again, the medoufs Deity, [and be 
Yet ere ye enter, give us leave to fet 
Upon your Head this flowry Coronet : 
To make this neat diftin£Hon from the reft ; 
You are the Prime, and Princeffe of the Feaft : 
To which, with (ilver feet lead you the way. 
While (weet-breath Nimphs, attend on you this Day. 
This is your houre ; and beft you may command. 
Since you are Lady of this Fairie land. 
Full mirth wait on you 5 and fuch mirth as fhall 
Cherrifti the cheek, but make none blufh at all. 

The farting Verje^ the Feaft there ended. 

LOth to depart, but yet at laft, each one 
Back muft now go to's habitation : 
Not knowing thus much, when we once do fever. 
Whether or no, that we fliall meet here ever. 
As for my felf, fince time a thoufand cares 
And griefs hath fil'de upon my filver hairs ; 
'Tis to be doubted whether I next yeer. 
Or no, fliall give ye a re-meeting here. 
If die I muft, then my laft vow fliall be, 
You'l with a tear or two, remember me. 
Your fometime Poet ; but if fates do give 
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Me longer date, and more frefli fprings to live : 
Oft as your field, fliall her old age renew, 
Herrick fliall make the meddow-verfe for you. 

Upon Judith. Epig. 

Judith has caft her old-fkin, and got new ; 
And walks frefli varniflit to the publick view. 
Foule fudith was ; and foule flie will be known, 
For all this fair Transfiguration, 
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Long and lazie. 

Hat was the Proverb. Let my miflirefTe be 
Lafie to others, but be long to me. 

Upon Ralph. Epig. 

CUrfe not the mice, no grift of thine they eat : 
Butcurfe thy children, they confume thy wheat. 

To the right honourable^ Philip, Earle of 
Pembrokey and Montgomerie. 

HOw dull and dead are books, that cannot flio^ 
A Prince of Pembroke ^ and that Pembroke^ you 
You, who are High born, and a Lord no leffe 
Free by your fate, then Fortune's mighdnefle, 
Who hug our Poems, Honour'd Sir, and then 
The paper gild, and Laureat the pen. 
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Nor fufFer you the Poets to fit cold, 
But warm their wits, and turn their lines to gold. 
Others there be, who righteoufly will (wear 
Thofe fmooth-pac't Numbers, amble everywhere; 
And thefe brave Meafures go a ftately trot ; 
Love thofe, like thefe ; regard, reward them not. 
But you, my Lord, are One, whofe hand along 
Goes with your mouth, or do's outrun your tongue ; 
Paying before you praife ; and cockring wit, 
Give both the Gold and Garland unto it. 

jin Hymne to Juno. 

STately Goddefle, do thou pleafe. 
Who art chief at marriages, 
But to dreffe the Bridall-Bed, 
When my Love and I fhall wed : 
And a Peacock proud (hall be 
Offerd up by us, to thee. 

Upon Meafe. Epig. 

MEafe brags of Pullets which he eats : but 
Meafe 
Ne'r yet fet tooth in ftump, or rump of thefe. 

Upon S^phoy/weetly playingy andjweetly 
finging. 

WHen thou do'ft play, and fweetly fing, 
Whether it be the voice or firings 
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Or both of them, that do agree 
Thus to en-trance and raviih me : 
This, this I know, I'm oft ftruck mute ; 
And dye away upon thy Lute. 

Upon Pafke a Draper. 

PAJkij though his debt be due upon the day 
Demands no money by a craving way ; 
For why, fayes he, all debts and their arreares, 
Have reference to the fhoulders, not the eares. 

Chop-Cherry. 

THou gav'ft me leave to kifle ; 
Thou gav*ft me leave to wooe ; 
Thou mad'ft me thinke by this. 
And that, thou lov'dft me too. 

But I fhall ne'r forget. 
How for to make thee merry j 
Thou mad'ft me chop, but yet. 
Another fhapt the Cherry. 

To the moji learned^ wije^ and Arch- Anti- 
quary ^ M. John Selden. 

I Who have favour'd many, come to be 
Grac't, now at laft, or glorifi'd by thee. 
Loe, Ij the Lyrick Prophet, who have fet 
On many a head the Delphick Coronet, 
Come unto thee for Laurell, having fpent. 
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My wreaths on thofe, who little gave or lent* 
Give me the Daphne^ that the world may know it, 
Whom they neglefted, thou haft crowned a Poet. 
A City here of Heroes I have made, 
Upon the rock, whofe firm foundation laid. 
Shall never (brink, where making thine abode. 
Live thou a Selden^ that's a Demi-god. 

Upon himfelf. 

THou (halt not All die ; for while Love's fire 
fhines 
Upon his Altar, men fball read thy lines ; 
And leam'd Muficians (ball to honour Herrick's 
Fame, and his Name, both fet, and fing his Lyricks. 



w 



Upon wrinkles. 

Rinkles no more are, or no lefle. 
Then beauty turn'd to fowernefle. 

Upon Prigg. 



PRigg^ when he comes to houfes, oft doth ufe, 
Rather then fail, to fteal from thence old flioes : 
Sound or imfbund, be they rent or whole, 
Prigg bears away the body and the fole. 
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Upon Moon. 

Oon is an Ufurer, whofe gain, 
Seldome or never, knows a wain. 
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Onely Moon's confcience, we confeffe, 
That ebs from pittie leffe and lefle. 

Pray and pro/per. 

FIrft offer Incenfe, then thy field and meads 
Shall fmile and fmell the better by thy beads. 
The fpangling Dew dreg'd o're the grafle {hall be 
Tum'd all to Mell, and Manna there for thee. 
Butter of Amber^ Cream^ and Wine^ and Oile 
Shall run, as rivers, all throughout thy foyl. 
Wod'ft thou to fincere-filver turn thy mold ? 
Pray once, twice pray 5 and turn thy ground to gold. 

His Lacrime or Mirth^ turned to Mourning. 

CAll me no more. 
As heretofore, 
The mufick of a Feaft j 
Since now, alas. 
The mirth, that was 
In me, is dead or ceaft. 

Before I went 

To banifhment 
Into the loathed Weft ; 

I co'd rehearfe 

A Lyrick verfe, 
And fpeak it with the beft. 

But Time, Ai me. 
Has laid, I fee, 
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My Organ faft afleep ; 

And turn'd my voice 

Into the noife 
Of thofe that fit and weep. 

Upon Shift. 

SHift now has caft his clothes : got all things 
new; 
Save but his hat, and that he cannot mew. 

Upon Cuts. 

IF wounds in clothes, C«/j calls his rags, 'tis cleere, 
His linings are the matter running there. 
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Gain and Gettings. 

Hen others gain much by the prefent caft, 
The coblers getting time, is at the Laft. 



To the moft fair and lovely Miftris^ Anne 
Soame, now Lady Abdie. 

SO fmell thofe odours that do rife 
From out the wealthy fpiceries : 
So fmels the flowre of blooming Clove ; 
Or Rofes fmother'd in the ftove : 
So fmells the Aire of fpiced wine ; 
Or EJfences of JeJJimine : 
So fmells the Breath about the hives, 
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When well the work of honjr thrives ; 
And all the bujie FaSfours come 
Laden with wax and hony home : 
So fmell thofe neat and woven Bowers^ 
All over-archt with Oringe flowers^ 
And Almond blojfoms^ that do mix 
To make rich thefe Aromatikes : 
So fmell thofe bracelets, and thofe bands 
Of Amber chaPt between the hands. 
When thus enkindled they tranfpire 
A noble perfume from the fire. 
The wine of cherries, and to thefe. 
The cooling breath of Refpaflfes ; 
The fmell of mornings milk, and cream ; 
Butter of CowJIips mixt with them j 
Of rofted warden, or bak'd peare, 
Thefe are not to be reckoned here ; 
When as the meaneft part of her^ 
Smells like the maiden-Pomander. 
Thus (weet fhe fmells, or what can be 
More lik'd by her, or lov'd by mee. 

Upon his kinjwoman Miftris Elizabeth 
Herrick. 

SWeet virgin, that I do not fet 
The pillars up of weeping "Jet^ 
Or mournfull Marble ; let thy fliade 
Not wrathfuU feem, or fright the Maide^ 
Who hither at her wonted howers 
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Shall come to ftrew thy earth with flowers. 
No, know, bleft Maide, when there's not one 
Remainder left of BrafTe or ftone, 
Thy living Epitaph fliall be. 
Though loft in them, yet found In me» 
Dear, in thy bed ofRofeSj then. 
Till this world ftiall diffolve as men. 
Sleep, while we hide thee from the light. 
Drawing thy curtains round ; Good night. 

A Panegerick to Sir Lewis Pemberton* 

Till I (hall come a^n, let this fuffice, 
I fend my fait, my facrifice 
To Thee, thy Lady, younglings, and as farre 

As to thy Genius and thy Larre ; [chin. 
To the worn Threfliold, Porch, Hall, Parlour, Kit- 

The fat-fed fmoking Temple, which in 
TTie wholfome favour of thy mighty Chines 

Invites to fupper him who dines, 
Where laden fpits,warp*twith large Ribbs of Beefe, 

Not reprefent, but give reliefe 
To the lanke-Stranger, and the fowre Swain ; 

Where both may feed, and come againe : 
For no black-bearded Vigil from thy doore 

Beats with a button'd-ftafFe the poore : 
But from thy warm-love-hatching gates each may 

Take friendly morfels, and there ftay 
To Sun his thin-clad members, if he likes, 

For thou no Porter keep'ft who ftrikes. 
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No commer to thy Roofe his Gueji-rite wants ; 

Or ftaying there, is fcourg'd with taunts 
Of fome rough Groom, who, yirkt with Corns, 
fayes. Sir, 

Y'ave dipt too long i'th Vinegar ; 
And with our Broth and bread, and bits ; Sir friend, 

Y'ave fared well, pray make an end ; 
Two dayes y*ave larded here ; a third, yee know, 

Makes guefts and iifh fmell ftrong ; pray go 
You to fome other chimney, and there take 

Effay of other giblets ; make 
Merry at another's hearth ; y'are here 

Welcome as thunder to our beere : 
Manners knowes diftance, and a man unrude 

Wo'd foon recoile, and not intrude 
His Stomach to a fecond Meale. No, no. 

Thy houfe, well fed and taught, can IhoW 
No fuch crab'd vizard : Thou haft learnt thy Train, 

With heart and hand to entertain : 
And by the Armes-full, with a Breft unhid, 

As the old Race of mankind did. 
When either's heart, and either's hand did ftrive 

To be the nearer Relative : 
Thou do'ft redeeme thofe times ; and what was loft 

Of antient honefty, may boaft 
It keeps a growth in thee ; and fo will runne 

A courfe in thy Fames-pledge, thy Sonne* 
Thus, like a Roman Tribune^ thou thy gate 

Early fetts ope to feaft, and late : 
Keeping no currifi Waiter to affright. 



HESPERIDES. 197 

With blafting eye, the appetite, 
Which fain would wafte upon thy Gates, but that 

The Trencher-Creature marketh what 
Beft and more fuppling piece he cuts, and by 

Some private pinch tels danger's nie, 
A hand too defp'rate, or a knife that bites 

Skin deepe into the Porke, or lights 
Upon fome part of Kid, as if miftooke. 

When checked by the Butler's look. 
No, no, thy bread, thy wine, thy jocund Beere 

Is not referv'd for Trebius here. 
But all, who at thy table feated are. 

Find equall freedome, equall fare 5 
And Thou, like to that Hofpitable God, 

Jove, joy'ft when guefts make their abode 
To eate thy Bullocks thighs, thy Veales, thy fat 

Weathers, and never grudged at. [Raile, 
The Phefant, Partridge, Gotwit, Reeve, Ruffe, 

The Cock, the Curlew, and the quaile ; 
Thefe, and thy choiceft viands do extend 

Their tafte unto the lower end 
Of thy glad table : not a difh more known 

To thee, then unto any one : 
But as thy meate, fo thy immortall wine 

Makes the fmirk face of each to fhine. 
And fpring frefli Rofe-buds, while the fait, the wit 

Flowes from the Wine, and graces it : 
■While Reverence, waiting at the baflifuU board. 

Honours my Lady and my Lord. 
No fcurrile jeft ; no open Sceane is laid 
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Here, for to make the fece affiaid ; 
fiut temp'rate mirth dealt forth, and fo difcreet- 

ly that it makes the meate more fweet ; 
And adds perfumes unto die Wine, which thou 

Do'ft rather poure forth, then aUow 
By crufe and meafure ; thus devoting Wine, 

As the Canary Ifles were thine : 
But with that wifdome, and that method, as 

No One that's there his guilty glafle 
Drinks of diftemper, or ha's caufe to cry 

Repentance to his liberty. 
No, thou know'ft order, Ethicks, and ha's read 

All Oeconomicks, know*ft to lead 
A Houfe-dance neatly, and can'ft truly fhowy 

How ferre a Figure ought to go. 
Forward, or backward, fide-ward, and what pace 

Can give, and what retra6l a grace ; 
What Gefture, Courtfliip ; Comlinefs agrees^ 

With thofe thy primitive decrees. 
To give fubfiftance to thy houfe, and proofc. 

What Genii fupport thy roofe, 
Goodnes and Greatnes ; not the oaken Piles ; 

For thefe^ and marbles have their whiles 
To laji^ but not their ever : Vertues Hand 

It is, which builds, 'gainft Fate to ftand. 
Such is thy houfe, whofe firme foundations truft 

Is more in thee, then in her duft. 
Or depth, thefe laft may yeeld, and yearly fhrinke, 

When what is ftrongly built, no chinke 
Or yawning rupture can the fame devoure. 
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But fixt it ftands, by her own power, 
And well-laid bottome, on the iron and rock. 

Which tryes, and counter-ftands the fhock. 
And Ramme of time, and by vexation growes 

The ftronger : Vertue dies when fots 
Are tpanting to her exercife^ but great 

And large jhejfreads by duji^ andjweat 
Safe ftand thy Walls, and Thee, and fo both will, 

Since neithers Keight was raifd by th'ill 
Of others ; fince no Stud, no Stone, no Piece, 

Was rear'd up by the Poore-mans fleece : 
No Widowes Tenement was rackt to guild 

Or fret thy Seeling, or to build 
A Sweating'Cloffet^ to annoint the filke- 

foft-fkin, or bath in Affes milke : 
No Orphans pittance, left, him, ferv'd to fet 

The Pillars up of lajiing Jet^ [eares, 

For which their cryes might beate againft thine 

Or m the dampe Jet read their Teares, 
No Planke from Hallowed Altar, do's appeale 

To yond* Star-chamber^ or do*s feale 
A curfe to Thee, or Thine ; but all things evert , 

Make for thy peace, and pace to heaven. 
Go on dire<£Uy fo, as juft men may 

A thoufand times, more fweare, then fay. 
This is that Princely Pemberton^ who can 

Teach man to keepe a God in man : - 
And when wife Poets fliall fearch out to fee 

Good men, They find them all in Thee. 
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To his Valentine, on S. Valentine's Jay. 

OFt have I heard both Youths and Virgins iky, 
Birds chufe their Mates, and couple too, this 
But by their flight I never can divine, [day : 

When I fhall couple with my Valentine. 



T^ Oil flie fo foone began the wanton trade ; 



Upon Doll. Epig. 

3 foone began the wan 
She ne*r remembers that {he was a maide. 

Upon Skrew. Epig. 

SKrew lives by fhifts ; yet fweares by no finall 
oathes ; 
For all his fhifts, he cannot fliift his clothes. 

Upon Linnit. Epig. 

LInnit playes rarely on the Lute, we know ; 
And fweetly fings, but yet his breath (ayes no. 

Upon M. Ben. Johnfon. Epig. 

AFter the rare Arch-Poet Johnson dy'd. 
The Sock grew loathfome, and the Bufkins 
Together with the Stages glory ftood [pride, 

Each like a poore and pitied widowhood. 
The Cirque prophan'd was 5 and all poftures rackt : 
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For men did ftrut, and ftride, and ftare, not aft* 
Then temper flew from words j and men did 

fqueake, 
Looke red, and blow, and blufter, but not fpeake : 
No Holy-Rage, or frantick-fires did ftirre, 
Or flafli about the fpacious Theater. 
No clap of hands, or fhout, or praifes-proofe 
Did crack the Play-houfe fides, or cleave her roofe. 
ArtUJfe the Sceane was ; and that monftrous fin 
Of deep and arrant ignorance came in ; 
Such ignorance as theirs was, who once hift 
At thy unequal'd Play, the Alchymiji : 
Oh fie upon 'em ! Laftly too, all witt 
In utter darkenes did, and ftill will fit 
Sleeping the lucklefle Age out, till that flie 
Her Refurredtion ha's again with Thee. 

j4nother. 

THou had'fl: the wreath before, now take the 
Tree; 
That henceforth none be Laurel crown' d but Thee. 

To his Nephew, to be pr offer ous in his art 
of Fainting. 

ON, as thou haft begunne, brave youth, and get 
The Palme from Vrbin^ Titian^ Ttntarrety 
Brugel and Coxu^ and the workes out-doe, 
Of Holbenj and That mighty Ruben too. 
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So draw, and paint, as none may do the like, 
No, not the glory of the World, Vandike. 

Upon Glafle. Epig. 

GLaJfe^ out of deepe, and out of defp*rate want, 
Tum'd, from a Papift here, a Predicant. 
A Vicarige at laft Tom Glaffi got here, 
Juft upon five and thirty pounds a yeare. 
Adde to that thirty five, but five pounds more, 
HeT turn a Papift, rancker then before. 

A Vow to Mars. 

STore of courage to me grant. 
Now I'm turn'd a combatant : 
Helpe me fo, that I my Jhield^ 
Fighting, lofe not in the field. 
That's the greateft fhame of all, 
That in warfare can befall. 
Do but this ; and there fhall be 
Offer'd up a Wolfe to thee. 

To his maid Prew. 

THefe Summer-Birds did with thy Matter ftay 
The times of warmth ; but then they flew 
Leaving their Poet, being now grown old, [away; 
Expofd to all the comming Winters cold. 
But thou, kind PreWy did'ft with my Fates abide, 
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As well the Winter's, as the Summer's tide : 
For which thy Love, live with thy Mailer here. 
Not two, but all the feafons of the yeare. 

A Canticle to Apollo. 

PLay, Phoebus^ on thy Lute j 
And we will all fit mute : 
By liftning to thy Lire, 
That fets all eares on fire. 

Hark, harke, the God do's play ! 
And as he leads the way 
Through heaven, the very Spheres, 
As men, turne all to eares. 

Ajuft Man. 

Juft man's like a Rock that turnes the wroth 
Of all the raging Waves, into a froth. 

Upon a hoarje Singer. 

'Ing me to death ; for till thy voice be deare, 
* 'Twill never pleafe the pallate of mine eare. 

How Paniies or Hearts-eafe camefirjl. 

F Rollick Virgins once thefe were. 
Over-loving, living here : 
Being here their ends deny'd 
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Ranne for Sweet-hearts mad, and dy'd. 
Love in pitie of their teares. 
And their loffe in blooming yeares ; 
For their reftleffe here-fpent houres. 
Gave them Hearts-eafe turn'd to Flow'rs. 

To his peculiar Friend Sir Edward Fifli, 
Knight Baronet. 

Since for thy full deferts, with all the reft 
Of thefe chafte fpirits, that are here pofleft 
Of Life eternall, Time has made Thee one, 
For growth in this my rich Plantation : 
Live here : But know 'twas vertue, & not chance 
That gave Thee this fo high inheritance. 
Keepe it for ever ; grounded with the good, 
Who hold faft here an endlefle lively-hood. 

Larr's Portion^ and the Poet's Part. 

AT my homely Country-feat, 
I have there a little wheat ; 
Which I worke to Meale, and make 
Therewithall a Holy-cake : 
Part of which I give to Larr^ 
Part is my peculiar. 



M 



Upon Man, 

An is compofd here of a two-fold part ; 
The firft of Nature, and the next of Art : 
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rt prefuppofes Nature ; Nature fhee 
epares the way to man's docility. 

Liberty. 

THofe ills that mortall men endure, 
So long are capable of cure, 
As they of freedome may be fure : 
But that deni'd ; a griefe, though fmall, 
Shakes the whole Roofe, or mines all. 

Lots to be liked. 

Earn this of me, where e'r thy Lot doth fell \ 
-^ Short lot, or not, to be content with all. 

Griefes. 

Ove may afford us thoufands of reliefs ; 
Since man expofd is to a world of griefs. 

Upn Eeles. Epig. 

"? Eles winds and turnes, and cheats and fteales ; 

-> yet Eeles 

riving thefe fharking trades, is out at heels. 



B 



The Dreame. 

Y Dream I faw, one of the three 
Sifters of Fate appeare to me. 
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Clofe to my Beds fide fhe did ftaad 
Shewing me there a fire brand ; 
She told me too, as that did fpend^ 
So drew my life imto an end. 
Three quarters were confum'd of it i 
Onely remaind a little bit, 
Which will be burnt up by and by^ 
Then Julia weep, for I muft dy. 

Upon Rafpe. Epig. 

RAfpe playes at Nine-holes ; and 'tis known he 
Many a Teafter by his game, and bets : [gets 
But of his gettings there's but little fign ; 
When one hole wafts more then he gets by Nine. 

Upon Center a Spe£lacle-maker with a 
flat Noje. 

C Enter is known weak fighted, and he fells 
To others ftore of helpfull fpedlacles. 
Why weres he none ? Becaufe we may fuppofe^ 
Where Leaven wants, there Levill lies the nofe^ 

Clothes do but cheat and coufen us. 

A Way with filks, away with Lawn, 
He have no Sceans, or Curtains drawn : 
Give me my Miftrefle, as fhe is, 
Dreft in her nak't fimplicities : 
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For as my Heart, ene fo mine Eye 
Is wone with flefh, not Drapery, 

Tb Dianeme. 

S Hew me thy feet ; fhew me thy legs, thy thighes 5 
Shew me Thofe Flejhie Principalities ; 
Shew me that Hill (where failing Love doth fit) 
Having a living Fountain under it. 
Shew me thy wafte ; Then let me there withall, 
By the JJfention of thy Lawn, fee All. 

Upon ElecSra. 

WHen out of bed my Love doth fpring, 
*71s but as day a kindling : 
But when She's up and fully dreft, 
'Tis then broad Day throughout the Eajl, 

To his Booke. 

HAve I not bleft Thee ? Then go forth ; nor 
fear 
Or fpice, or fifli, or fire, or clofe-ftools here. 
But with thy fair Fates leading thee. Go on 
With thy moft white Predejlination. 
Nor thinke thefe Ages that do hoarcely fing 
The farting Tanner^ 2^A familiar King; 
The dancing Frier ^ tatter'd in the bufh j 
Thofe monftrous lies of little Robin Rujh : 
Tom, Chipperfeild^ and pntty-lifping Nedy 
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That doted on a Maide of Gingerbred : 
TYitJlying P tie her j and the frijking Dace^ 
With all the rabble of Tim-TrundeUs race, 
(Bred from the dung-hils, and adulterous rhimes,) 
Shall live, and thou not fuperlaft all times ? 
No, no, thy Stars have deftin'd Thee to fee 
The whole world die, and turn to duft with thee. 
He*s greedie of his life^ who will not fall^ 
When as a publick ruine hears down AIL 

Of Love. 

I Do not love, nor can it be 
Love will in vain fpend fliafts on me : 
I did this God-head once defie ; 
Since which I freeze, but cannot frie. 
Yet out, alas ! the death's the fame, 
Kird by a froft or by a flame. 

Upon himfelf 

IDiflikt but even now ; 
Now I love I know not how. 
Was I idle, and that while 
Was I fier'd with a fmile ? 
He too work, or pray ; and then 
I fhall quite diflike agen. 

Another. 

LOve he that will ; it beft likes me, 
To have my neck from Love's yoke free. 
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Upon Skinns. Epig. 

SKinns he din'd well to day ; how do you think ? 
His Nails they were his meat, his Reume the 
drink. 

Upon Pievijh. Epig. 

Plevifh doth boaft, that he's the very firft 
Of Englifh Poets, and 'tis thought the Worft. 

Upon Jolly and Jilly. Epig. 

J Oily and Jillie^ bite and fcratch all day. 
But yet get children, as the neighbours fay. 
The reafon is, though all the day they fight. 
They cling and clofe, fome minutes of the night. 

The mad Maids Jong. 

GOod morrow to the Day fo fair ; 
Good morning, Sir, to you : 
Good morrow to mine own torn hair 
Bedabled with the dew. 

Good morning to this Prim-rofe too ; 

Good morrow to each maid ; 
That will with flowers the Tomh beflrew. 

Wherein my Love is laid. 

Ah ! woe is mee, woe, woe is me. 
Alack and welladay ! 
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For pitty, Sir, find out that Bee, 
Which bore my Love away. 

rie feek him in your Bonnet brave ; 

He feek him in your eyes j 
Nay, now I think th'ave made his grave 

I'th'bed of ftrawburies. 

He feek him there ; I know, ere this. 
The cold, cold Earth doth fbake him ; 

But I will go, or fend a kifle 
By you. Sir, to awake him. 

Pray hurt him not j though he be dead, 
He knowes well who do love him. 

And who with green-turfes reare his head. 
And who do rudely move him. 

He's foft and tender (Pray take heed) 
With bands of Cow-flips bind him j 

And bring him home ; but 'tis decreed. 
That I fhall never find him, 

To Springs and Fountains. 

I Heard ye co'd coole heat ; and came 
With hope you would allay the fame : 
Thrice I have wafht, but feel no cold^ 
Nor find that true, which was foretold. 
Me thinks like mine, your pulfes beat ; 
And labour with unequall heat : 
Cure, cure your felves, for I difcrie. 
Ye boil with Love, as well as L 
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Upon Julia's unlacing her jelf. 

TEIl,if thou canft, and truly, whence doth come 
This Camphirey Storaxj Spiknard^ Galbanum : 
Thefe Mujks^ thefe Ambers^ and thofe other fmells, 
Sweet as the Veftrie of the Oracles, 
lie tell thee ; while my yulia did unlace 
Her filken bodies, but a breathing fpace : 
The paffive Aire fuch odour then afllim'd, 
As when to Jome Great ^uno goes perfum'd, 
Whofe pure-Immortall body doth tranfmit 
A fcent, that fills both Heaven and Earth with it. 

To Bacchus, a Canticle. 

W Hither doft thou whorry me, 
Bacchus y being full of thee ? 
This way, that way, that way, this. 
Here, and there a frefh Love is. 
That doth like me, this doth pleafe ; 
Thus a thoufand Miftreffes, 
I have now ; yet I alone, 
Having All, injoy not One. 

"The Lawne. 

WO'd I fee Lawn, clear as the Heaven, and 
It fho'd be onely in my Julians fldn : [thin ? 
Which fo betrayes her blood, as we difcover 
The blufh of cherries, when a Lawn's caft over. 
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The Frankincenfe. 

Wften my ofPring next I make. 
Be thy hand the hallowed Cake : 
And thy breft the Altar, whence 
Love may fmell the Frankincenfe. 



N 
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Upon Patrick a footman y Epig. 

Ow Patrick with his footmanfhip has done, 
His eyes and ears ftrive which (he'd fafteft run. 

Upon Bridget, Epig^ 

F foure teeth onely Bridget was poffeft ; 
Two (he fpat out, a cough forc't out the reft. 

To Sycamores. 

I'M fick of Love ; O let me lie 
Under your (hades, to fleep or die ! 
Either is welcome ; fo I have 
Or here my Bed, or here my Grave. 
Why do you figh, and fob, and keep 
Time with the tears, that I do weep ? 
Say, have ye fence, or do you prove 
What Crucifixions are in Love ? 
I know ye do ; and that's the why, 
You figh for Love, as well as !• 
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A Pajior all Jung to the King : 

Montano, Silvio, and Mirdllo, Shepheards. 

Mon. T5 Ad are the times. 5/7. And wore then 
JlJ they are we. [the tree : 

Mon. Troth, bad are both ; worfe fruit, and ill 
The feaft of Shepheards fail. Sil. None crowns the 
Of Wajfaile now, or fets the quintell up : [cup 
And He, who uPd to leade the Countiy-round, 
Youthfull Mirtillo^ here he comes, Grief drownd. 

Ambo. Lets cheer him up. 5/7. Behold him weep- 
ing ripe. 

Mirt. Ah ! Amarillisy farewell mirth and pipe ; 
Since thou art gone, no more I mean to play. 
To thefe fmooth Lawns, my mirthfuU Roundelay. 
Dear Amarillis ! Mon, Hark ! 5/7. mark : Mir. 

this earth grew fweet 
Where, Amarillis^ Thou didft fet thy feet. 

Ambo. Poor pittied youth ! Mir. And here the 
breth of kine [Thine. 

And fheep, grew more fweet, by that breth of 
This flock of wooll, and this rich lock of hair. 
This ball of Cow-Jlips^ thefe flie gave me here. 

5/7. Words fweet as Love it felf. Montano^ Hark. 

Mirt. This way flie came, and this way too fhe 
How each thing fmells divinely redolent ! [went ; 
Like to a field of beans, when newly blown ; 
Or like a medow being lately mown. 

Mott. A fweet-fad paffion. 

Mirt. In dewie-mornings when fhe came this way. 
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Sweet Bents wode bow, to give my Love the day : 
And when at night, (he folded had her fheep, 
Dayftts we'd (hut, and clofing, (igh and weep. 
Betides, Ai me ! fince (he went hence to dweU, 
The voices Daughter nea'r fpake iyllable. 
But (he is gone. SiL Mtrtilh^ tell us whcdier, 

Mlrt. Where (he and I (hall never meet together. 

Mont. Fore-fend it Pan^ and Pales do thou pleafc 
To give an end : Mir. To what ? Sell, fuch griefs 
as thefe. 

Mirt. Never, O never ! Still I mav endure 
The wound I fuffer, never find a cure. 

Mont. Love for thy fake will bring her to thefe hills 
And dales again : Mir. No I will langui(h (Hll ; 
And all the while my part (hall be to weepc ; 
And with my fighs, call home my bleating (heep : 
And in the Rind of every comely tree 
He carve thy name, and in that name kifle thee : 

Mont. Set with the Sunne, thy woes : Scil. The 
day grows old : 
And time it is our full-fed flocks to fold. 

Chor. The (hades grow great ; but greater growes 
But lets go fteepe [our (brrow, 

Our eyes in fleepc ; 
And meet to weepe 

To morrow. 



^he Poet loves a Mijlrejfey but not to marry. 

Do not love to wed, 
Though I do like to wooe ; 



I 
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And for a maidenhead 
He beg, and buy it too. 

He praife, and He approve 
Thofe maids that never vary ; 
And fervently He love ; 
But yet I would not marry. 

He hug, He kiffe, He play. 
And Cock-like Hens He tread : 
And fport it any way ; 
But in the Bridall Bed : 

For why ? that man is poore. 
Who hath but one of many ; 
But crown'd he is with ftore. 
That fingle may have any. 

Why then, fay, what is he. 
To freedome fo unknown. 
Who having two or three. 
Will be content with one ? 

Upon Flimfey. Epig. 

WHy walkes Nick Fltm/eylike a Male-content? 
Is it becaufe his money all is fpent ? 
No, but becaufe the Ding-thrift now is poore, 
And knowes not where i'th world to borrow more* 

Upon Shewbread. Epig. 

LAft night thou didft invite me home to eate ; 
And fhew'ft me there much Plate, but little 
meate. 
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Prithee, when next thou do*ft invite, barre State, 
And give me meate, or give me elfe thy Plate. 

The Willow Garland. 

A Willow Garland thou did'ft fend 
Perfiim'd, lafl: day, to me : 
Which did but only this portend, 
I was forfooke by thee. 

Since fo it is ; He tell thee what. 
To morrow thou flialt fee 

Me weare the Willow ; after that. 
To dye upon the Tree. 

As Beafts unto the Altars go 

With Garlands dreft, fo I 

Will, with my Willow-wreath alfo. 
Come forth and fweetly dye. 

A Hymne to Clipfeby Crew. 

>/-|-AWas not Lov's Dart ; 

A Or any blow 
Of want, or foe. 
Did wound my heart 
With an eternall finart : 

But only you. 

My fometimes known 

Companion, 
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My deareft Crew^ 
That me unkindly flew. 

May your fault dye, 
And have no name 
In Bookes of fame 5 
Or let it lye 
Forgotten now, as I. 

We parted are. 
And now no more. 
As heretofore, 
By jocund Larr, 
Shall be familiar. 

But though we Sever 
My Crew fliall fee. 
That I will be 
Here faithlefTe never ; 
But love my Clipfeby ever. 

Upon Roots. Epig. 

ROots had no money ; yet he went o'th fcore 
For a wrought Purfe ; can any tell wherefore ? 
Say, What flio'd Roots do with a Purfe in print. 
That h'ad nor Gold nor Silver to put in't ? 

Upon Craw. 

CRaw cracks in firrop ; and do's ftinking fay, 
Who can hold that, my friends, that will away ? 
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Obfervation. 

Ho to the North, or South, doth fet 
His Bed, Male children fliall beget. 



E 



Empires. 

Mpires of Kings, are now, and ever were, 
As Saluji faith, co-incident to feare. 



Felicity y quick of flight. 

EVery time feemes fhort to be. 
That's meafur'd by felicity : 
But one halfe houre, that's made up here 
With griefe ; feemes longer then a yeare. 

PutrefaSlion. 

PUtrefa£bion is the end 
Of all that Nature doth entend. 



w 



Pajfton. 

Ere there not a Matter known. 
There wo'd be no Paffion. 



Jack and Jill. 

Since Jack and yUl both wicked be 5 
It feems a wonder unto me. 
That they no better do agree. 



o 
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Upon Par/on Beanes. 

Ld Parfon Beanes hunts fix dayes of the week. 
And on the feaventh, he has his Notes to feek. 
Six dayes he hollows (o much breath away. 
That on the feaventh, he can nor preach, or pray. 

The Crowd and Company. 

IN holy meetings, there a man may be 
One of the crowd, not of the companie. 



T 
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Short and long both likes. 

His Lady*s fliort, that Miftrefle fhe is tall ; 
But long or fhort, Pm well content with all. 

Pollicie in Princes. 

Hat Princes may poffeffe a furer feat, 

*Tis fit they make no One with them too great. 



Upon Rooky Epig. 

ROok he fells feathers, yet he ftill doth crie 
Fie on this pride, this Female vanitie. 
Thus, though the Rooke do's raile againft the fin. 
He loves the gain that vanity brings in. 



H 



Upon the Nipples t?/ Julia's Breaft. 

Ave ye beheld, with much delight, 
A red-Rofe peeping through a white ? 
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Or elfe a Cherrie, double grac't, 

Within a Lillie ? Center plac't ? 

Or ever mark't the pretty beam, 

A Strawberry (hewes halfe drownM in Creame \ 

Or feen rich Rubies blufhing through 

A pure fmooth Pearle, and Orient too ? 

So like to this, nay all the reft. 

Is each neate Niplet of her breaft. 



s 



T'o Daifies, not to fliut/ofoone. 

Hut not fo foon j the duU-ey'd night 
Ha's not as yet begunne 
To make a feifure on the light. 
Or to feale up the Sun. 

No Marigolds yet clofed are ; 

No fliadowes great appeare ; 
Nor doth the early Shepheards Starre 

Shine like a fpangle here. 

Stay but till my Julia clofe 

Her life-begetting eye ; 
And let the whole world then difpofe 

It felfe to live or dye. 

To the little Spinners. 

YEe pretty Hufwives, woM ye know 
The worke that I wo'd put ye to ? 
This, this it Iho'd be, for to fpin. 
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A Lawn for me, fo fine and thin, 
As it might ferve me for my fkin. 
For cruell Love ha's me fo whipt, 
That of my fkin, I all am ftript ; 
And fhall difpaire, that any art 
Can eafe the rawnefle, or the fmart ; 
Unleffe you fkin again each part. 
Which mercy if you will but do, 
I call all Maids to witneffe too 
What here I promife, that no Broom 
Shall now, or ever after come 
To wrong a Spinner or her Loome. 

Oberon's Palace. 

AFter the Feaft, my Shapcot^ fee. 
The Fairie Court I give to thee : 
Where we'le prefent our Oheron led 
Halfe tipfie to the Fairie Bed, 
Where Mah he finds ; who there doth lie 
Not without mickle majefty. 
Which, done ; and thence remov'd the light, 
We'l wifli both Them and Thee, good night. 

Full as a Bee with Thyme, and Red, 
As Cherry harveft, now high fed 
For Luft and a£lion 5 on he'l go, 
To lye with Mah^ though all fay no. 
Luft ha's no eares ; He's fliarpe as thorn ; 
And fretfull, carries Hay in's home, 
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And lightning in his eyes ; and flings 
Among the Elves, if mov'd, the ftings 
Of peltifli wafps j we'l know his Guard 
Kings though tVare hated^ will be fear d^ 
Wine lead him on. Thus to a Grove, 
Sometimes devoted unto Love, 
Tinfeld with Twilight^ He, and They 
Lead by the fhine of Snails ; a way 
Beat with their numerous feet, which by 
Many a neat perplexity. 
Many a turn, and man' a crofle- 
Track they redeem a bank of mofTe 
Spungie and fwelling, and farre more 
Soft then the fineft Lemfter Ore. 
Mildly difparkling, like thofe fiers. 
Which break from the Injeweld tyres 
Of curious Brides j or like thofe mites 
Of Candi'd dew in Moony nights. 
Upon this Convex^ all the flowers. 
Nature begets by th' Sun, and fhowers. 
Are to a wilde digeftion brought. 
As if Love's Sampler here was wrought : 
Or Citherea's Cejion^ which 
All with temptation doth bewitch. 
Sweet Aires move here ; and more divine 
Made by the breath of great ey'd-kine. 
Who as they lowe empearl with milk 
The four-leav'd graflfe, or mofle-like filk. 
The breath of Munkies met to mix 
With Mufk-flies^ are th' Jromaticks. 



/ 
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Which cenfe this Arch ; and here and there, 
And farther off, and every where, 
Throughout that Brave Mofaick yard 
Thofe Picks or Diamonds in the Card : 
With peeps of Harts, of Club and Spade, 
Are here moft neatly inter-laid. 
Many a Counter, many a Die, 
Half rotten, and without an eye. 
Lies here abouts ; and for to pave 
The excellency of this Cave, 
Squirrils' and children's teeth late (hed. 
Are neatly here enchequered. 
With browneft Toadjtones^ and the Gum 
That fliines upon the blewer Plum. 
The nails fehi off by Whit-flawes : Art's 
Wife hand enchafing here thofe warts. 
Which we to others, from our felves. 
Sell, and brought hither by the Elves. 
The tempting Mole, ftoln from the neck 
Of the fliie Virgin, feems to deck 
The holy Entrance ; where within 
The roome is hung with the blew (kin 
Of fhifted Snake : enfreez'd throughout 
With eyes of Peacocks Trains, & Trout- 
flies curious wings ; and thefe among 
Thofe filver-pence, that cut the tongue 
Of the red infant, neatly hung. 
The glow-wormes eyes ; the fhining fcales 
Of filv'rie fifh ; wheat-ftrawes, the fhailes 
Soft Candle-light ; the Kitling's eyne ; 
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Corrupted wood ; ferve here for (hine. 
No glaring light of bold-fac't Day, 
Or other over radiant Ray 
Ranfacks this roome ; but what weak beams 
Can make refle£^ed from thefe jems. 
And multiply ; Such is the light. 
But ever doubtfuU Day, or night. 
By this quaint Taper-light he winds 
His Errours up ; and now he finds 
His Moon-tann'd Mab^ as fomewhat fick. 
And, Love knowes, tender as a chick. 
Upon fix plump Dandillions^ high- 
Rear'd, lyes her Elviih-majeftie : 
Whofe woollie-bubbles feem'd to drowne 
Hir Mab-Jhip in obedient Downe. 
For either flieet, was fpread the Caule 
That doth the Infants face enthrall. 
When it is born : (by fome enflyl'd 
The luckie Omen of the child) 
And next to thefe two blankets ore- 
Caft of the fineft Gojfamore, 
And then a Rug of carded wooU, 
Which, Spunge4ike drinking in the dull- 
Light of the Moon, feem'd to comply. 
Cloud-like, the daintie Deitie. 
Thus foft fhe lies : and over-head 
A Spinners circle is befpread. 
With Cob-web-curtains : from the roof 
So neatly funck, as that no proof 
Of any tackling can declare 
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What gives it hanging in the Aire. 

The Fringe about this, are thofe Threds 

Broke at the Loffe of Maiden-heads : 

And all behung with thefe pure Pearls, 

Dropt from the eyes of ravijht Girles 

Or writhing Brides ; when, panting, they 

Give unto Love the ftraiter way. 

For Mufick now ; He has the cries 

Of feined-loft-Virginities ; 

The which the Elves make to excite 

A more unconquer'd appetite. 

The King's undreft ; and now upon 

The Gnats-watch-word the Elves are gone. 

And now the bed, and Mab poffeft 

Of this great-little-kingly-Gueft. 

We'll nobly think, what's to be done, 

He'll do no doubt ; This fiax is fpun. 

To his peculiar Friend Majier Thomas 
. Shapcott, Lawyer. 

I*VE paid Thee, what I promis'd; that's not All ; 
Beftdes I give Thee here a Verfe that (hall 
(When hence thy Circum-mortall-part is gon) 
Arch-like, hold up. Thy Name's Infcription, 
Brave men canU die; whofe Candid Adlions are 
Writ in the Poets Endleffe-Kalendar : 
Whofe velome^ and whofe volumne is the Skie, 
And the pure Starres the praifing Poetrie, 

Farewell. 



f 
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21? Julia in the Temple. 

BEfides us two, i* th* Temple here's not on^ 
To make up now a Congregation. 
Let's to the Altar of perfumes then go, 
And fay fhort Prayers ; and when we have done fo, 
Then we fhall fee, how in a little (pace. 
Saints will come in to fill each Pew and Place. 

To Oenone. 

WHat Confcience, fay, is it in thee 
When I a Heart had one. 
To Take away that Heart from me. 
And to retain thy own ? 

For fhame or pitty now encline 

To play a loving part ; 
Either to fend me kindly thine. 

Or give me back my heart. 

Covet not both; but if thou doft 
Refolve to part with neither ; 

Why ! yet to (hew that thou art juft. 
Take me and mine together. 



His Weaknejfe in Woes. 

Cannot fuffer ; And in this, my part {Heart. 
Of Patience wants. Grief breaks thejioutefi 

i 

\ 
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Fame makes us forward. 

O Print our Poems, the propulfive caufe 
Is Fame, the breath of popular applaufe. 



To Groves. 



YEe filent fhades, whofe each tree here 
Some Relique of a Saint doth weare : 
Who for fome fweet-hearts feke, did prove 
The fire, and martyrdome of love. 
Here is the Legend of thofe Saints 
That di'd for love ; and their complaints : 
Their wounded hearts ; and names we find 
Encarv'd upon the Leaves and Rind. 
Give way, give way to me, who come 
Scorch't with the felfe-fame martyrdome : 
And have deferv'd as much. Love knowes. 
As to be canoniz'd 'mongft thofe, 
Whofe deeds, and deaths here written are 
Within your Greenie-Kalendar : 
By all thofe Virgins Fillets hung 
Upon your Boughs, and Requiems fung 
For Saints and Soules departed hence, 
(Here honoured ftill with Frankincenfe) 
By all thofe teares that have been fhed, 
As a Drink-offerings to the dead : 
By all thofe True-love-knots, that be 
With Motto's carv'd on every tree. 
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By fweet S. PhilUs ; pitie me : 

By deare 8. Iphis ; and the reft. 

Of all thofe other Saints now bleft ; 

Me, me, foriaken, here admit 

Among your Mirtles to be writ : 

That my poore name may have the glory 

To live remembred in your ftory. 

An Epitaph upon a Virgin. 

HEre a folemne Faft we keepe. 
While all beauty lyes afleep, 
Hufht be all things ; no nojrfe here. 
But the toning of a teare : 
Or a figh of fuch as bring 
Cowflips for her covering. 

Tlo the right gratious Prince ^ Lodwick, Duke 
of Richmond and Lenox. 

OF all thofe three-brave-brothers, fain i' th' 
Warre, 
Not without glory, Noble Sir, you are, 
Defpite of all concuffions left the Stem 
To flioot forth Generations like to them. 
Which may be done, if. Sir, you can beget 
Men in their fubftance, not in counterfeit. 
Such Eflences as thofe Three Brothers ; known 
Eternall by their own produ^ion. 



I 
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Of whom, from Fam*s white Trumpet, This He 
Worthy their everlafting Chronicle, [Tell, 

Never fince firft Bdlona usM a Shield, 
Such Three brave Brothers fell in Mars his Field. 
Thefe were thofe Three Horatii Rome did boaft, 
Rom*s where thefe Three Horatii we have loft. 
One Cordelion had that Age long fince ; 
This, Three ; which Three, you make up Foure 
Brave Prince, 



o 



To Jealoufie. 

Jealoufte^ that art 
The -Canker of the heart: 
And mak'ft all hell 
Where thou do'ft dwell ; 
For pitie be 
No Furicj or no Fire-brand to me» 

Farre from me He remove 
All thoughts of irkfome Love : 

And turn to fhow. 

Or Chriftall grow ; 

To keep ftill free 
O ! Soul-tormenting Jealoufie, from Thee. 

To live Freely. 

LEt's live in haft ; ufe pleafures while we may ; 
Co'd life return, 'twod never lofe a day. 
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Upon Spunge. Epig. 

SPunge makes bis boafts tbat be's the ondy nun 
Can bold of Beere and Ale an Ocean ; 
Is tbis bis Glory ? tben bis Triumph's Poore ; 
I know the Tunne of Hidleberge holds more. 



His Almes. 

HEre, here I live, 
And fomewbat give, 
Ofwbatlbave, 
To tbofe, who crave. 
Litde or much. 
My Almnes is fuch : 
But if my deal 
Of Oyl and Meal 
Shall fuller grow. 
More He beftow : 
Mean time be it 
E*en but a bit. 
Or elfe a crum. 
The fcrip bath ifome. 

Upon Him/elf. 

COme, leave this loathed Country-life, and ther 
Grow up to be a Roman Citizen, 
Thofe, mites of Time, which yet remain unfpent^ 
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Wafte thou in that moft CivUI Grovernment. 
Get their comportment, and the gliding tongue 
Of thofe mild Men, thou art to live among : 
Then being feated in that fmoother Sphere^ 
Decree thy everlafting Topick there. 
And to the Farm-houfe nere return at all, 
Though Granges do not love thee, Cities Ihall. 

^0 enjoy the Time. 

WHik Fates permit us, let's be meny y 
Pafle all we muft the fatall Ferry : 
'And this our life too whirles away. 
With the Rotation of the Day. 

Upon Love. 

LOve, I have broke 
Thy yoke ; 
The neck is free : 
But when I'm next ^ - 

Love vext. 
Then fhackell me. 

*Tis better yet 

To fret 
The feet or hands ; 
Then to enthrall. 

Or gall 
The neck with bands. 
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^0 the right Honourable Mildmay, Earh 
of Weftmorland. 

YOu are a Lord, an Earle, nay more, a Man> 
Who writes fweet Numbers well as any can : 
If fo, why then are not Thefe Verfes hurld, 
Like Syhels Leaves, throughout the ample world ? 
What is a Jewell if it be not fet 
Forth by a Ring, or fome rich Carkanet ? 
But being fo j then the beholders cry,, 
See, fee a Jemme (as rare as Bielu$ ^e.) 
Then publick praife do's runne upon the Stone^ 
For a moft rich, a rare, a precious One, 
Expofe your jewels then unto the view, [You. 
That we may praife Them, or themfelves prize 
Vertue conceaFd^ with Horace you'l confefle. 
Differs not much from drowzie JJothfullneJfe. 

The Plunder, 

I Am of all bereft; 
Save but fome few Beane^ left. 
Whereof, at laft, to make. 
For me, and mine a Cake : 
Which eaten, they and I 
Will fey our grace, and die. 



o 



Littlenejfe no Caufe of LeanneJJe. 

Ne feeds on Lard, and yet i^leane j 
And I but feafting with a Beane^ 
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Grow fet and finooth : The reafon is, 
Jove profpers my meat, more then his. 

Upon One who /aid /he was alwayes young. 

YOu fay y'are young j but when your Teeth 
are told 
To be but three, Black-ey'd, wee'l thinke y'are old* 

Upon Huncks. Epig. 

HUncks ha's no money (he do's fweare, or fey) 
About him, when the Taverns fhot 's to pay. 
If he ha's none in 's pockets, truft me, Huncks 
Ha's none at home, in Coffers, Defks, or Trunks, 

The Jimmall Ringy or True-love-knot. 

THou fent'ft to me a True-love-knot j but I 
Retum'd a Ring of Jimmals, to imply 
Thy Love had one knot, mine a triple tye. 

The parting Verfe^ or Charge to his Juppojed 
Wife when he travelled. 

GO hence, and with this parting kiffe, 
Which joyns two fouls, remember this ; 
Though thou beeft young, kind, foft, and faire, 
And may'ft draw thoufands with a haire : 
Yet let thefe glib temptations be 
Furies to others, Friends to me. 
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Looke upon all ; and though on fire 

Thou fet*ft their hearts, let chafte defire 

Steere Thee to me ; and thinke, me gone. 

In having all, that thou haft none. 

Nor fo immured wo'd I have 

Thee live, as dead and in thy grave ; 

But walke abroad, yet wifely well 

Stand for my comming, Sentinell. 

And think, as thou do'ft walke the ftreet. 

Me, or my fliadow thou do'ft meet. 

I know a thoufand greedy eyes 

Will on thy Feature tirannize. 

In my fliort abfence ; yet behold 

Them like fome Pidhire, or fome Mould 

Fafhion'd like Thee ; which though *tave ea 

And eyes, it neither fees or heares. 

Gifts will be fent, and Letters, which 

Are the exprefEons of that itch. 

And fait, which frets thy Suters ; fly 

Both, left thou lofe thy liberty : 

For that once loft, thou't fall to one. 

Then proftrate to a million. 

But if they wooe thee, do thou fay^j 

As that chafte Queen of Ithaca 

Did to her fuitors, this web done 

(Undone as oft as done) I'm wonne ; 

I will not urge Thee, for I know. 

Though thou art young, thou canft fey no. 

And no again, and fo deny, 

Thofe thy Luft-burning Incubi. 
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Let them enftile Thee Faireft faire. 
The Pearle of Princes, yet defpaire 
That fo thou art, becaufe thou muft 
Believe, Love fpeaks it not, but Luft ; 
And this their Flatt'rie do's commend 
Thee chiefly for their pleafures end. 
I am not jealous of thy Faith, 
Or will be ; for the Axiome faith. 
He that doth fufpeft, do's hafte 
A gentle mind to be unchafte. 
No, live thee to thy felfe, and keep 
Thy thoughts as cold, as is thy fleep : 
And let thy dreames be only fed 
With this, that I am in thy bed. 
And thou then turning in that Sphere, 
Waking fhalt find me fleeping there. 
But yet if boundleiTe Luft muft (kaile 
Thy Fortrefe, and will needs prevaile ; 
And wildly force a paflTage in, 
Banifh confent, and 'tis no finne 
Of Thine; (o Lucrece fell, and the 
Chafte Syracujian Cyane. 
So Medulltna fell, yet none 
Of thefe had imputation 
For the leaft trefpalTc ; 'caufe the mind 
Here was; not with the aft combin'd. 
The body fins not^ 'tis the Will 
That makes the ASlion^ good^ or ill. 
And if thy fall fho'd this way come. 
Triumph in fuch a Martirdome- 
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I will not over-long enlarge 
To thee, this my religious charge. 
Take this compreffion, fo by this 
Means I fball know what other kifTe 
Is mixt with mine ; and truly know, 
Returning, if 't be mine or no : 
Keepe it till then ; and now my Spoufe, 
For my wifht f^fety pay thy vowes. 
And prayers to Fenus ; if it pleafe 
The Great-blew-ruler of the Seas ; 
Not many full-fac't-moons fhall waine, 
Lean-horn'd, before I come again 
As one triumphant ; when I find 
In thee, all faith of Woman-kind, 
Nor wo'd I have thee thinke, that Thou 
Had'ft power thy felfe to keep this vow ; 
But having icapt temptations fhelfe. 
Know vertue taught thee, not thy felfe. 

To his Kin/man, Sir Tho. Soame* 

SEeing Thee Soame^ I fee a Goodly man, 
And in that Good, a great Patrician^ 
Next to which Two ; among the City-Powers, 
And Thrones, thy felfe one of Thofe Senatours : 
Not wearing Purple only for the Ihow ; 
As many Confcripts of the Citie do ; 
But for True Service, worthy of that Gowne, 
The Golden c^iain too, and the Civick Crown. 



HESPERIDES. 237 



"To Blojfoms. 

FAire pledges of a fruitfull Tree, 
Why do yee fall fo feft ? 
Your date is not fo paft ; 
But you may ftay yet here a while, 
To blufh and gently fmile ; 
And go at laft. 

What, were yee borne to be 

An houre or half's delight ; 
And fo to bid goodnight ? 

'Twas pitie Nature brought yee forth 
Meerly to fhew your worth. 
And lofe you quite. 

But you are lovely Leaves, where we 
May read how foon things have 
Their end, though ne'r fo brave : 

And after they have {hown their pride. 
Like you a while : They glide 
Into the Grave. 



Man's Dying-place uncertain, 

MAn knowes where firft he fliips himfelfe ; 
but he 
Never can tell, where (hall his Landing be. 
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Nothing Free-coji. 

Nothing comes Free-coft here ; Jove will not 
let 
His gifts go from him ; if not bought with fweat. 

Few fortunate. 

MAny we are, and yet but few pofleiTe 
Thofe Fields of everlafting happinefle. 

To Perenna. 

HOw long, Perenna^ wilt thou fee 
Me languifh for the love of Thee ? 
Confent and play a friendly part 
To (ave ; when thou may*ft kill a heart. 

To the Ladyes. 

TRuft me, Ladies, I will do 
Nothing to diftemper you ; 
If I any fret or vex. 
Men they fhall be, not yourfex. 

The old Wives Prayer. 

HOfy'Rood come forth, and fhield 
Us i'th' Citie, and the Field : 
Safely guard us, now and aye, 
From the blaft that burns by day ; 
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And thofe founds that us affright 
In the dead of dampifh night. 
Drive all hurtfull Feinds us fro, 
By the Time the Cocks firft crow. 

Upon a cheap Laundrejfe. Epig. 

FEaciej fome fay, doth wafh her clothes i'th'Lie 
That (harply trickles from her either eye. 
The Laundrejfes^ They envie her good-luck, 
Who can with fo fmall charges drive the buck. 
What needs fhe fire and aflies to confume. 
Who can fcoure Linnens with her own fait reeume? 



T\ 



Upon his departure hence. 

^HusI 
Paffe by. 

And die : 

As One, 

Unknown, 

And gon : 

I'm made 

A {hade, 

And laid 

Pth grave. 

There have 

My Cave. 

Where tell 

I dwell. 

Farewell. 
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The Wajfaile. 

Give way, give way, ye Gates, and win 
An eafie bleffing to your Bin, 
And Bafket, by our entring in. 

May both with manchet ftand repleat ; 
Your Larders too fo hung with meat. 
That though a thoufand, thoufand eat ; 

Yetj ere twelve Moones fliall whirl about 
Their filv'rie Spheres, ther's none may doubt, 
But more's fent in, then was ferv'd out. 

Next, may your Dairies profper fo. 

As that your pans no Ebbe may know ; 

But if they do, the more to flow. 

Like to a folemne fober Stream 
Bankt all with Lillies, and the Cream 
Of fweeteft Cow-Jlips filling Them. 

Then, may your Plants be preft with Fruit, 
Nor Bee, or Hive you have be mute ; 
But fweetly founding like a Lute. 

Next may your Duck and teeming Hen 
Both to the Cocks-tread fay Jmen ; 
And for their two egs render ten. 

Laft, may your Harrows, Shares and Ploughes, 
Your Stacks, your Stocks, your fweeteft Mowej 
All profper by your Virgin-vowes. 
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Alas ! we bleffej but fee none here. 
That brings us either Ale or Beere ; 
In a drie-h^ufe all things are mere. 

Let's leave a longer time to wait, 
Where Ruft and Cobwebs bind the gate ; 
And all live here with needy Tate. 

'Where Chimneys do for ever weepe. 
For want of warmth, and Stomachs keepe 
With noife, the fervants eyes from fleep. 

It is in vain to fing, or ftay 

Our free-feet here ; but we'l away : 

Yet to the Lares this we'l fay, 

The time will come, when you'l be fed, 
And reckon this for fortune bad, 
T'ave loft the good ye might have had. 

Upn a Lady fair e^ but fruitlejfe^ 

Twice has Pudica been a Bride, and led 
By holy Himen to the Nuptiall Bed. 
Two Youths flia's known, thrice two, and twice 
Yet not a Lillie from the Bed appeares ; [3. yeares ; 
Nor will ; for why, Pudica^ this may know. 
Trees never heare^ unlejfe they firji do blow. 

How Springs came fir ft. 

THefe Springs were Maidens once that lov'd, 
But loft to that they moft approved : 
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My Story tells, by Love they were 
Tum*d to thefe Springs, which wee fee here : 
The pretty whimpering that they make. 
When of the Banks their leave they take ; 
Tels ye but this, they are the fame> 
In nothbg chang'd but in their name. 



M 



To Ro/emary and Bates. 

wooing*s ended : now my wedding's neere; 
When Gloves are givingjGuilded be you there. 

Upon SkurfFe. 

» Kurffe by his Nine-bones fweares, and well he 
' All know a Fellon eate the Tenth away, [may, 
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Upon a Scarre in a Virgin's Face. 

Is Herefie in others : In your face 

That Scarr's no Schifme^hnt th^Jign of grace. 

Upon his Eye-fight failing him. 

IBeginne to waine in fight ; 
Shortly I fhall bid goodnight : 
Then no gazing more about. 
When the Tapers once are out. 

To his worthy Friend^ M. Tho. Falconbirge. 

STand with thy Graces forth, brave man, and rife 
High with thine own Aufpitious Dejiinies : 
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"Nor leave the fearch,and proofe, till Thou canft find 
Thefe, or thofe ends, to which Thou waft defign'd. 
Thy lucky Genius^ and thy guiding Starrsy 
Have made Thee profperous in thy wayes,thus farre :' 
Nor will they leave Thee, till they both have fliown 
Thee to the World a Prime and Publique One, 
Then, when Thou fee'ft thine Age all turn'dtogold. 
Remember what thy Herrick Thee foretold. 
When at the holy Threfhold of thine houfe. 
He Boded good-luck to thy Selfe and Spoufe, 
Laftly, be mindful], when thou art grown great. 
That Towrs high reared dread mojl the lightnings 
When as the humble Cottages not fear e [threat : 
The cleaving Bolt o/Jovt the Thunderer. 

Upon Julia's HairefilVd with Dew. 

DEw fete on Julians haire. 
And fpangled too. 
Like Leaves that laden are 

With trembling Dew : 
Or glitter'd to my fight. 

As when the Beames 
Have their reflefted light, 

Daunc't by the Streames. 

Another on her. 

HOw can I choofe but love, and follow her, 
Whofe fliadow fmels like milder Pomander ! 
How can I chufe but kiffe her, whence do's come 
The Storaxy Spiknardy Myrrhcy and Ladanum. 
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Lojfefrom the leaft. 

GReat men by fmall meanes oft are overthrown: 
His Lord of thy life^ who contemnes his own. 

Rewards and Punijhments. 

LL things are open to thefe two events. 
Or to Rewards, or elfe to Pimifhtnents. 

Shame J no Statift. 

* Hame is a bad attendant to a State : 

^ He rents his Crown^that feares the Peoples hate. 

^0 Sir Clifebie Crew. 

Since to th' Country firft I came, 
I have loft my former flame : 
And, methinks, I not inherit, 
. As I did, my raviflit fpirit. 
If I write a Verfe, or two, 
'Tis with very much ado ; 
In regard I want that Wine, 
Which flio'd conjure up a line. 
Yet, though now of Mufe bereft, 
I have ftill the manners left 
For to thanke you. Noble Sir, 
For thofe gifts you do conferre 
Upon him, who only can 
Be in Profe a gratejfull man. 
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Upon Him/elfe. 

ICo'd never love indeed ; 
Never fee mine own heart bleed : 
Never crucifie my life ; 
Or for Widow, Maid, or Wife. 

I co'd never feeke to pleafe 
One, or many Miftreffes : 
Never like their lips, to fweare 
Oyk ofRofes ftill fmelt there. 

I co*d never breake my fleepe. 
Fold mine Armes, fob, figh, or weep : 
Never beg, or humbly wooe 
With oathes, and lyes, as others do. 

I co'd never walke alone ; 
Put a fhirt of fackcloth on : 
Never keep a faft, or pray 
For good luck in love (that day.) 

But have hitherto liv'd free. 
As the aire that circles me : 
And kept credit with my heart. 
Neither broke i'th whole, or part. 
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Frefli Cheefe and Cream. 

O'd yee have frefh Cheefe and Cream ? 
lulia^s Breaft can give you them : 
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I 
And if more ; Each Nipple cries. 

To your Creamy bet's Strawberries. i 

I 

j4n Eclogue, or Paftorall between Endimion ' 

Porter and Lycidas Herrick, 

fet and Jung. 

Endym. A H ! Lycidasy come tell me why 
JlSl, Thy whilome merry Oate 
By thee doth fo neglected lye ; 

And never purls a Note ? 

I prithee ipeake: Lye. I wilL End. Say on : 
Lye. 'Tis thou, and only thou. 

That art the caufe, Endimion ; 

End. . For LoveVlake, tell me how. 

* 

Lye. In this regard, that thou do'ft play 
Upon an other Plain : 
And for a Rurall Roundelay, 

Strik'ft now a Courtly ftrain. 

Thou leav'ft our Hills, our Dales, our 
Our finer fleeced (heep : [Bowers, 

Unkind to us, to fpend thine houres. 

Where Shepheards (hoM not keep. 

I meane the Court : Let Latmos be 
My lov'd Endymions Court ; 
End.But I the Courtly State wo'd fee : 
Lye. Then fee it in report. 
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What ha's the Court to do with Swaines, 
Where Phillls is not known ? 

Nor do's it mind the Ruftick ftraines 
Of us, or Coridon, 

Breake, if thou lov'ft us, this delay 5 
End, Dear Lycidas^ e're long, 

I vow by Pan^ to come away 

And Pipe unto thy Song. 

Then yejfimine^ with Florabell ; 

And dainty Amarillis^ 
With handfome-handed Drofomell 

Shall pranke thy Hooke with Lillies. 

Lye, Then Tityrus^ and Coridon^ 

And Thyrfis^ they fhall follow 
With all the reft ; while thou alone 
Shalt lead, like young Jpollo. 

And till thou com'ft, thy LycidaSy 

Ifa every Geniall Cup, 
Shall write in Spice, Endimion 'twas 

That kept his Piping up. 

And my moft luckie Swain, when I fhall live to fee 
Endimion* s Moon to fill up full, remember me : 
Mean time, let Lycidas have leave to Pipe to thee. 
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T!o a Bed of Tulips, 

Right Tulips, we do know, 
You had your comming hither \ 



248 HESPERIDE&. 

And Fading-time do's fhow, 
That Ye muft quickly wither* 

Your Sifter-hoods may ftay. 
And fmile here for your houre j 
But dye ye muft away : 
Even as the meaneft Flower* 

Come, Virgins, then, and fee 
Your frailties ; and bemone ye ; 
For loft like thefe, 'twillbe., 
As Time had never known ye. 

A Caution. 

THat Love laft long ; let it thy firft care be 
To find a Wife, that is moft fit for Thee. 
Be She too wealthy, or too poore ; be flire. 
Love in extreames^ can never long endure. 

To the Water NymphSy drinking at the 
Fountain. 

REach, with your whiter hands, to me^ 
Some Chriftall of the Spring ; 
And I, about the Cup fliall fee 
Frelh Lillies flourifliing. 

Or elfe fweet Nimphs da you but this j 
To'th' Glafle your lips encline j 

And I fliall fee by that one kiffe. 
The Water turn'd to Wine. 
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To his Honoured Kinfman, Sir Richard Stone. 

TO this white Temple of my Heroes^ here 
Befet with ftately Figures, every where. 
Of fuch rare Saint-JbipSj who did here confume 
Their lives in fweets, and left in death perfume. 
Come, thou Brave man! And bring with Thee a 
Unto thine own Edification. [Stone 

High are Thefe Statues here, befides no lefle 
Strong then the Heavens for everlaftingneffe : 
Where build aloft ; and being fixt by Thefe, 
Set up Thine own eternall Images, 

Upon a Flie. 

A Golden Flie one fhew'd to me, 
Clos'd in a Box of Yvorie : 
Where both feem'd proud ; the Flie to have 
His buriall in an yvorie grave : 
The yvorie tooke State to hold 
A Corps as bright as burnifht gold. 
One Fate had both ; both equall Grace ; 
The Buried, and the Burying-place. 
Not Virgils Gnat^ to whom the Spring 
All Flowers fent to'is burying. 
Not Marjhah Bee^ which in a Bead 
Of Amber quick was buried. 
Nor that fine Worme that do's interre 
Her felfe 'i^xh' filken Sepulchre. 
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Nor my rare PA/7,* that lately was 
With Lillics Tomb'd up in a Glaffe ; 
More honour had, then this fame Flie; 
Dead, and clos'd up in Tvorie. 

Upon Jack and Jill. Epig. 

WHen Jill complaines to Jack for want of 
meate ; 
Jack kiflcs y///, and bids her freely eate : 
JiU fayes, of what ? fayes Jack^ on that iweet kiffe, 
Which fidl of Neftar and Ambrofia is. 
The food of Poets ; fo I thought fayes Jill^ 
That makes them looke fo lanke, fo Ghoft-Iike 
Let Poets feed on aire, or what they will ; [ftill. 
Let me feed full, till that I fart, fayes Jill. 

*To Julia. . . 

JUlia^ when thy Herrick dies, 
Clofe thou up thy Poets eyes : 
And his laft breath, let it be 
Taken in by none but Thee. 

"To Miftrejfe Dorothy Parfons. 

IF thou afke nle, Deare, wherefore 
I do write of thee no more : 
I muft anfwer. Sweet, thy part 
Leffe is here, then in my heart. 

* Sparrow. 
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Upon Parrat. 

PArrat protcfts 'tis he, and only he 
Can teach a man the Art of memory : 
Believe him not ; for he forgot it quite, [night- 
Being drunke, who 'twas that Can'd his Ribs laft 

How he would drinke his Wine. 

Fill me my Wine in Chriftall ; thus, and thus 
I fee't in's purls naturalihus : 
Unmixt. I love to have it fmirke and (hine, 
*TisJin I know ^ ^tis Jin to throtle Wtne. 
What Mad-man's he, that when it fparkles fo, 
Will coole his flames, or quench his fires with fiiow? 

How Marigolds came yellow. 

JEalous Girles thefe fometimes were. 
While they liv'd, or lafted here : 
Tum'd to Flowers^ ftill they be 
Yellow, markt for Jealoufie. 

The broken Chriftall. 

TO Fetch me Wine my Lucia went. 
Bearing a Chriftall continent : 
But making hafte, it came to paiTe, 
She brake in two the purer Glafle, 
Then fmil'd, and fweetly chid her fpeed j 
So with a blufli, befhrew'd the deed. 
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Precepts. 

' Ood Precepts we muft firmly hold, 
By daily Learning we wax old. 

To the right Honourable Edward Earle of 
Dorfet. 

IF I dare write to You, my Lord, who are, 
Of your own felfe, a Publick Theater. 
And fitting, fee the wiles, wayes, walks of wit. 
And give a righteous judgement upon it. 
What need I care, though fome diflike me flio'd, 
Jf Dorfet fay, what Herrick writes, is good ? 
We know y'are learn'd i'th'Mufes, and no leffe 
In our Stat e-f an£f ions ^ deep, or bottomlefle. 
Whofe fmile can make a Poet ; and your glance 
Dafh all bad Poems out of countenance. 
So, that an Author needs no other Bayes 
For Coronation, then Your onely Praife. 
And no one mifchief greater then your frown, 
To null his Numbers, and to blaft his Crowne. 
Few live the life imm&rtall. He enfures 
His Fame's long life^ whojirives tofet up Tours, 
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Upon Himfelf. 

H'art hence removing, like a Shepherds Tent, 
And walk thou muft the way that otherswent: 
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FaD thou muft firft, then rife to life with Thefe, 
Markt in thy Book for faithfull Witneffes. 

Hope well and Have well : or, Faire after 
Foule weather. 

WHat though the Heaven be lowring now. 
And look with a contrafted brow ? 
We fhall difcover, by and by, 
A Repurgation of the Skie : 
And when thofe clouds away are driven, 
Then will appeare a cheerfuU Heaven. 

Upon Love. 

I Held Love's head while it did ake ; 
But fo.it chanc't to be ; 
The cruell paine did his forfake, 
And forthwith came to me. 

Ai me ! How (hal my griefe be ftil'd ? 

Or where elfe fhall we find 
One like to me, who muft be kill'd 

For being too-too-kind ? 

To his Kin/woman^ Mrs. Penelope Wheeler. 

NExt is your lot, Faire, to be numbered one. 
Here, in my Book's Canonization : 
Late you come in ; but you a Saint (hall be. 
In Chiefe, in this Poetick Liturgie. 
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Another upon her. 

FIrft, for your Ihape, the curious cannot fliew 
Any one part that's diflbnant in you : 
And 'gainft your chaft behaviour there's no Plea, 
Since you are knowne to be Penelope. 
Thus faire and cleane you are, although there be 
A mighty Jirife ^twixt Forme and Chajlitie. 
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KiJJing and Buffing. 

IfEng and buiEng differ both in this 5 [kiffe 
We buffe our Wantons, but our Wives w( 

Crojfe and Tile. 

FAire and foule dayes trip Croffe and Pile: 
The faire 
Far leffe in number, then our foule dayes are. 

To the Lady Crew, upon the Death of 
her Child. 

WHy, Madam, will ye longer weep, 
When as your Baby's luU'd afleep ? 
And, pretty Child, feeles now no more 
Thofe paines it lately felt before. 
All now is filent ; groanes are fled : 
Your Child lyes ftiU, yet is not dead : 



HESPERIDES. 255 

But rather like a flower hid here 
To fpring againe another yeare. 

His JVinding-Jheet. 

COme thou, who art the Wine, and wit 
Of all I've writ: 
The Grace, the Glorie, and the beft 

Piece of the reft. 
Thou art of what I did intend 

The All, and End. 
And what was made, was made to meet 

• Thee, thee my flieet. 
Come then, and be to my chaft fide 

Both Bed, and Bride. 
We two, as Reliques left, will have 

One Reft, one Grave. 
And, hugging clofe, we will not feare 

Luft entring here : 
Where all Defires are dead, or cold 

As is the mould : 
And all Affeflions are forgot. 

Or Trouble not. 
Here, here the Slaves and Pris'ners be 

From Shackles free : 
And weeping Widowes long oppreft 

Doe here find reft. 
The wronged Client ends his Lawes 

Here, and his Caufe. 
Here thofe long fuits of Chancery lie 
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Quiet, or die : 
And all Star-chamber-Bils doe ceafe. 

Or hold their peace. 
Here needs no Court for our Requeft, 

Where all are beft ; 
All wife ; all equall ; and all juft 

Alike i'th' duft. 
Nor need we here to feare the frowne 

Of Court, or Crown. 
Where Fortune hears no fway o^re things^ 

There all are Kings, 
In this fecurer place we'l keep. 

As luird afleep^ 
Or for a little time we'l lye. 

As Robes laid by ; 
To be another day re-worne, 

Turn'd, but not torn : 
Or like old Teftaments ingroft, 

Lockt up, not loft : 
And for a while lye here conceal'd, 

To be reveal'd 
Next, at that great Platonick yeere, 

And then meet here. 

To Miftrejfe Mary Willand. 

ONe more byThee^LoVe, and Defert have fei 
T' enfpangle this expanfive Firmament. 
O Flame of Beauty ! come, appeare, appeare 
A Virgin Taper, ever fhining here. 
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Change gives Contents 

Hat now we like, anon we difapprove : 
The new fucceffor drives away old Love. 



Upon Magot a Frequenter of Ordinaries, 

MAgot frequents thofe houfes of good-cheere, 
Talkes moft, eates moft, of all the Feeders 
there. 
He raves through leane, he rages through the fat; 
(What gets the mafter of the Meal by that ?) 
He who with talking can devoure fo much, 
How wo'd he eate, were not his hindrance fuch ? 

On Himfelfe. 

BOrne I was to meet with Age, 
And to walke Life's pilgrimage. 
Much I know of Time is fpent, 
Tell I can't, what's Refident. 
Howfoever, cares, adue ; 
He have nought to fay to you : 
But He fpend my comming houres. 
Drinking wine, & crown'd with flowres. 

Fortune favours. 

Fortune did never favour one 
Fully, without exception ; 
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Though free fhe be, ther*s fbmething yet 
Still wanting to her Favourite. 

To Phillis to loviy and live with him., . 

Live, live with me, and thou fhalt fee 
The pleafures He prepare for thee : 
What fweets the Country can afford 
Shall blefTe thy Bed, and bleffe thy Board.. 
The foft fweet Moffe fhall be thy bed. 
With crawling Woodbine over-4>read : 
By which the filver-ihedding ftreames 
Shall gently melt thee into dreames. 
Thy clothing next, fhall be a Gowne 
Made of the Fleeces pureft Downe. 
The tongues of Kids (hall be thy meate ; 
Their Milke thy drinke ; and thou fhalt eate 
The Pafle of Filberts for thy bread 
With Cream of Cowflips buttered : 
Thy Feafling-Tables fhall be Hills 
With Daifies fpread, and Daffadils ; 
Where thou fhalt fit, and Red-breft by, 
For meat, fhall give thee melody. 
He give thee Chaines and Carkanets 
Of Primrofes and Violets. 
A Bag and Bottle thou fhalt have ; 
That richly wrought, and This as brave ; 
So that as either fhall expreiTe 
The Wearer's no meane Shepheardefle. 
At Sheering-times, and yearely Wakes, • 
When Themilis his pafKme makes. 
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There thou (halt be ; and be the wit, 
Najr more, the Feaft, and grace of it. 
On Holy-dayes, when Virgins meet 
To dance the Heye$ with nimble feet j 
Thou fhalt come forth, and then appeare 
The ^eenofRofes for that yeere. 
And having danc't ('bove all the beft) 
Carry the Garland from the reft. 
In Wicker-bafkets Maids fhal bring 
To thee, my deareft Shepharling, 
The blufhing Apple, bafhfull Peare, 
And fhame-fac't Plum, all fimp'ring there. 
Walk in the Groves, and thou fhalt find 
The name of Phillis in the Rind 
Of every ftraight, and fmooth-fkin tree ; 
Where kifling that. He twice kifle thee. 
To thee a Sheep-hook I will fend, 
Be-pranckt with Ribbands, to this end. 
This, this alluring Hook might be 
LeiTe for to catch a flieep, then me. 
Thou fhalt have PofTets, WafTails fine. 
Not made of Ale, but fpiced Wine ; 
To make thy Maids and felfe fi-ee mirth. 
All fitting neer the glitt'ring Hearth. 
Thou fha't have Ribbands, Rofes, Rings, 
Gloves, Garters, Stockings, Shooes, and Strings 
Of winning Colours, that fhall move 
Others to Luft, but me to Love. 
Thefe, nay, and more, thine own fhal be, 
If thou wilt love, and live wi|Ji me. 
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To his Kin/woman J Miftrejfe Sufanna Herrii 

WHen I conlider, Deareft, thou doft ftay 
But here awhile, to languiih and decay ; 
Like to thefe Garden-glories, which here be 
The Flowrie-fweet refemblances of Thee : 
With griefe of heart, methinks, I thus doe cry 
Wo'd thou haft ne'r been born, or might'ft not 

Upon Miftrejfe Sufanna Southwell 
her Cheeks. 
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Are are thy cheeks, Sufanna^ which do ft 
Ripe Cherries fmiling, while that others bl 

Upon her Eyes, 

CLeere are her eyes. 
Like pureft Skies. 
Difcovering from thence 
A Babie there 
That turns each Sphere, 
Like an Intelligence. 



Upon her Feet. 



H' 



"Er pretty feet 
Like fiiailes did creep 
A little out, and then. 
As if they played at Bo-peep, 
Did foon draw in agen* 
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^0 his honoured Friend, Sir John Mince. 

FOr civill, cleane, and circumcifed wk,^ 
And for the comely carriage of it ; 
Thou art The Man, the onely Man beft known, 
Markt for the True-wit of a Million : 
From whom we*l reckon. Wit came in, but fince 
The Calculation of thy Birth, Brave Mince. 

Upon his gray Haires. 

FLy me not, though I be gray. 
Lady, this I know you'l fay ; 
Better look the Rofes red. 
When with white commingled. 
Black your haireis are ; mine are white ; 
This begets the more delight. 
When things meet moft oppofite : 
As in Piftures we defcry, 
Fenus Handing Vulcan by. 

Accufation. 

IF Acculation onely can draw blood. 
None fhall be guiltlefle, be he ne'r fo good» 

Tride allowable in Poets. 

AS thou deferv'ft, be proud ; then gladly let 
The Mufe give thee the Dclphick Coronet. 
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A Vow to Minenra. 

GOddeffe, I begin an Art ; 
Come thou in, with thy beft part, 
For to make the Texture lye 
Each way fmooth and civilly : 
And a broad-fac't Owle fliall be 
Offer'd up with Vows to Thee* 

On Jone. 

J One wo'd go tel her haires \ and well fhe might, 
Having but feven in all j three black, foure white. 

Upon Letcher. Epg. 

L Etcher was Carted firft about the ftreets. 
For falfe Pofition in his neighbours iheets : 
Next, hang'd for Theeving : Now the people fay, 
His Carting was the Prologue to this Play. 
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Upn Dundrige. 

Undrige his Iffue hath ; but is hot ftyl'd 
For all his Iffue, Father of one Child. 
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To Eledra. 

Is Evening, my Sweet, 
And dark ; let us meet ; 



p 



HESPERIDES. 263 

Long time w'ave here been a toying : 

And never, as yet, 

That feafon co'd get, 
Wherein t'ave had an enjoying. 

For pitty or fhame, 

Then let not Love's flame, 
Be ever and ever a fpending ; 

Since now to the Port 

The path is but fhort 5 
And yet our way has no ending. 

Time flyes away faft ; 

Our houres doe wafte : 
The while we never remember. 

How foone our life, here, 

Growes old with the yeere. 
That dyes with the next December. 

Di/cord not dijadvantageous. 

^Ortune no higher Projeft can devife. 
Then to fow Difcord *mongft the Enemies. 

/// Government. 

Repofterous is that Government, and rude. 
When Kings obey the wilder Multitude. 

To Marygolds. 

^ Ive way, and be ye raviflit by the Sun, 

" And hang the head when as the Aft is done, 
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Spread as He fpreads ; wax lefTe as He do's vrane ; ] 
And as He fhuts, clofe up to Maids again. I 

To Dianeme. 

* Ive me one kifle. 
And no more j 
If fo be, this 

Makes you poore j 
To enrich you, 

He reftore 
For that one, two 
Thoufand fcore. 

fo Julia, the Flaminica Dialis, 
or Queen-Prieft. 

THou know'ft, my Julia^ that it is thy tume 
This Mornings Incenfe to prepare, and burne. 
The Chaplet, and Inarculum* here be. 
With the white Veftures, all attending Thee. 
This day, the Slueen-Prieft^ thou art made t*ap- 
Love for our very-many Trefpaffes. [peafe 

One chiefe tranfgreflion is among the reft, 
Becaufe with Flowers her Temple was not dreft: 
The next, becaufe her Altars did not {hine 
With daily Fyers : The laft, negleft of Wine : 



* A twig of a Pomgranat, which the queen-prieft did ufe to weait 
Qti her head at facrificing. 
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For which, her wrath is gone forth to confume 
Us all, unleffe preferv'd by thy Perfume. 
Take then thy Cenfer ; Put in Fire, and thus, 
O PiouS'PrieJireJfe ! make a Peace for us. 
For our negledb. Love did our Death decree. 
That we efcape. Redemption comes by Thee. 

Anacreontike. 

BOrn I was to be old, 
And for to die here : 
After that, in the mould 
Long for to lye here. 
But before that day comes, 

Still I be Boufmg; 
For I know, in the Tombs 
There's no Caroufing. 

Meat without Mirth. 

EAten I have ; and though I had good cheere, 
I did not fup, becaufe no friends were there. 
Where Mirth and Friends are abfent when we Dine 
Or Sup, there wants the Incenfe and the Wine. 

Large Bounds doe but bury us. 

ALL things o'r-rul'd are here by Chance ; 
The greateft mans Inheritance. 
Where ere the luckie Lot doth fall, 
Serves but for place of Buriall, 



266 HESPERIDES. 



Upon Urfley. 

URJley^ (he thinks thofe Velvet Patches grace 
The Candid Temples of her comely &ce : 
But he will fay, who e'r thofe Circlets feeth, 
They be but figns of Urjleys hollow teeth. 

An Ode to Sir Clipfebie Crew. 

HEre we fecurely live, and eate 
The Creame of meat ; 
And keep eternal fires, 
By which we fit, and doe Divine 
As Wine 
And Rage infpires. 

If full we charme ; then call upon 
Anacreon 
To grace the frantick Thyrfe : 
And having drunk, we raife a fliout 
Throughout 
To praife his Verfe. 

Then caufe we Horace to be read, 
Which fung, or feyd, 
A Goblet, to the brim. 
Of Lyrick Wine, both fwell'd and crown'd, 
^ A Round 

We quafFe to him. 
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Thus, thus, we live, and {pend the houres 
In Wine and Flowers : 
And make the frollick yeere. 
The Month, the Week, the inftant Day 
To ftay 
The longer here. 

Come then, brave Knight, and fee the Cell 
Wherein I dwell ; 
And my Enchantments too ; 
Which Love and noble freedome is ; 
And this 
Shall fetter you. 

Take Horfe, and come ; or be fo kind. 
To fend your mind 
(Though but in Numbers few) 
And I fhall think I have the heart. 
Or part 
Of Clipfeby Crew. 

^0 his worthy Kin/many Mr. Stephen Soame. 

NOr is my Number full, till I infcribe 
Thee fprightly Soame^ one of my righteous 
A Tribe of one Lip ; Leven, and x)f One [Tribe : 
Civil Behaviour, and Religion. 
A Stock of Saints ; where ev*ry one doth weare 
A ftole of white, and Canonized here. 
Among which Holies, be Thou ever known. 
Brave Kin&ian, markt out with the whiter ftone : 
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Which feals Thy Glorie ; fince I doe prefer i 

Thee here in my eternall Calender. 



To his Tomb-maker. 

GO I muft ; when I am gone. 
Write but this upon my Stone ; 
Chafte I livM, without a wife. 
That's the Story of my life. 
Strewings need none, every flower 
Is in this word, Batchelour* 

Great Spirits fupervive. 

OUr mortall parts may wrapt in Seare-cloths 
lye: 
Great Spirits never with their bodies dye. 
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None free from fault. 

Ut of the world he muft, who once comes in : 
No man exempted is from Death j or finne. 

Upon Himjelfe being buried. 

LEt me fleep this night away. 
Till the Dawning of the day : 
Then at th' opening of mine eyes^ 
I, and all the world fhall rife. 

Pitie to the proftrate. 

TIs worfe then barbarous cruelty to (how 
No part of pitie on a conquer'd foe. 
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Way in a Crowd. 

ONce on a Lord-Mayors day, in Cheapfide, 
when 
Skulls co'd not well pafle through that fcum of men. 
For quick difpatch, Sculls made no longer ftay. 
Then but to breath, and every one gave way : 
For as he breath'd, the People fwore from thence 
A Fart flew out, or a Sir-reverence, 

His Content in the Country. 

HEre, here I live with what my Board, 
Can with the fmalleft coft afford. 
• Though ne'r fo mean the Viands be. 
They well content my Prew and me. 
Or Pea, or Bean, or Wort, or Beet, 
What ever comes, content makes fweet : 
Here we rejoyce, becaufe no Rent 
We pay for our poore Tenement : 
Wherein we reft, and never feare 
The Landlord, or the Ufurer. 
The Quarter-day do's ne'r affright 
Our Peacefull flumbers in the night. 
We eate our own, and batten more, 
Becaufe we feed on no mans fcore : 
But pitie thofe, whofe flanks grow great, 
Swel'd with the Lard of others meat* 
We bleffe our Fortunes, when we fee 
Our own beloved privatic ; 
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And like our living, where w'are known 
To very few, or elfe to none. 
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The Credit of the Conquer er. 

£ who commends the vanquifht, ipeaks die 
And glorifies the worthy Conqueror. [Power, 

On Himfelfe. 

SOme parts may perifh ; dye thou canft not all : 
The moft of Thee (hall fcape the funerall. 

Upon one-ey'd Broomfted. Epig. 

BRoomJied a lameneffe got by cold and Beere ; 
And to the Bath went, to be cured there : 
His feet were helpt, and left his Crutch behind : 
But home return'd, as he went forth, halfe blind. 

The Fairies. 

IF ye will with Mat find grace. 
Set each Platter in his place : 
Rake the Fier up, and get 
Water in, ere Sun be fet. 
Wafli your Pailes, and clenfe your Dairies ; 
Sluts are loathfome to the Fairies : 
Sweep your houfe : Who doth not fo, 
Mab will pinch her by the toe. 
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To his honoured Friend, M, John Weare, 
Councellour. 

Did I or love, or could I others draw 
To the indulgence of the rugged Law : 
The firft foundation of that zeale iho'd be 
By Reading all her Paragraphs in Thee. 
Who doft fo fitly with the Lawes unite. 
As if You Two, were one Hermophrodite : 
Nor courts thou Her becaufe (he's well attended 
With wealth, but for thofe ends fhe was entended : 
Which were, and ftill her offices are known. 
Law is to give to ev^ry one his otvne. 
To fhore the Feeble up, againft the ftrong j 
To fhield the Stranger, and the Poore from wrong : 
This was the Founders grave and good intent. 
To keepe the out-caft in his Tenement : 
To firee the Orphan from that Wolfe-like-man, 
Who is his Butcher more then Guardian, 
TodryetheWidowesteares; and flop her Swoones, 
By pouring Balme and Oyle into her wouni^s. 
This was the old way ; and 'tis yet thy cowrfe. 
To keep thofe pious Principles in force. 
Modeft I will be ; but one word De iay 
(Like to a found that's vanifliing away) 
Sooner the in-fide of thy hand fhall grow 
Hifped, and hairie, ere thy Palm fliall know 
A Pojiern-bribe tooke, or a Forked-Fee 
To fetter Juftice, when She might be firee. 
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Eggs lie not Jhave : But yet, brave man, if I 
Was deftin'd forth to golden Soveraignty : 
A Prince I'de be, that I might Thee preferre 
To be my Counfell both, and Chanceller. 
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The TFatch. 

r An is a Watch, wound up at firft, but never 
Wound up again : Once down. He's down 
for ever. 

The Watch once downe, all motions then do ceafe; 
And Mans Pulfe ftopt. All PaJJions Jleep in Peace, 

Lines have their Linings , and Bookes their 
Buckram. 

S in our clothes, fo likewife he who lookes, 
. Shall findmuchfarcingBuckram in our Books. 

Art above Nature^ to Jtilia. 

WHen I behold a Forreft fpread 
With filken trees upon thy head j 
And when I fee that other Dreffe 
Of flowers fet in comlinefTe : 
When I behold another grace 
In the afcent of curious Lacej 
Which like a Pinacle doth fhew 
The top, and the top-gallant too. 
Then, when I fee thy Treffes bound 
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Into an Ovall, fquare, or round ; 
And knit in knots far more then I 
Can tell by tongue ; or true-love tie : 
Next, when thofe Lawnie Filmes I fee 
Play with a wild civility : 
And all thofe airie filks to flow, 
Alluring me, and tempting fo : 
I muft confefle, mine eye and heart 
Dotes lefs on Nature, then on Art. 



Upon Sibilla. 

With pafte of Almonds, Syb her hands doth 
fcoure ; 
Then gives it to the children to devoure. 
In Cream fhe bathes her thighs, more foft then filk, 
Then to the poore (he freely gives the milke. 



Upon his Kin/woman Miftrejfe Bridget 
Herrick. 

SWeet Bridget bluflit, & therewithal!, 
Frefh bloflfoms from her cheekes did fell. 
I thought at firft 'twas but a dream. 
Till after I had handled them ; 
And fmelt them, then they fmelt to me, 
As BloflTomes of the Almond Tree. 
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Upon Love. 

I Plaid with Love, as with the fire 
The wanton Satyre did ; 
Nor did I know, or co*d defcry 

What under there was hid. 

That Satyre he but burnt his lips ; 

(But min's the greater fmart) 
For kiffing Loves difTembling chips. 

The fire fcorcht my heart. 



Upon a comely y and curious Mtude. 

IF Men can fay that beauty dyes ; 
Marbles will fweare that here it lyes. 
If, Reader, then thou canft forbeare. 
In publique lofs to flied a Teare : 
The Dew of griefe upon this ftone 
Will tell thee Pitie thou haft none. 



Upon the Loje of his Finger. 

ONe of the five ftraight branches of my han 
Is lopt already ; and the reft but ftand 
Ejcpefting when to fall : which foon will be ; 
Firftdyes the Leafe, the Bough next, next the Tn 
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Upon Irene. 

ANgry if Irene be 
But a Minutes life with me : 
Such a fire I efpie 
Walking in and out her eye, 
As at once I freeze, and frie. 

Upon Eleftra's Teares. 

UPon her cheekes fhe wept, and from thofe 
fhowers 
Sprang up a fwect Nativity of Flowres. 

Upon Tooly. 

THe Eggs of Pheafants wrie-nos'd Twly fells ; 
But ne'r fo much as licks the fpeckled (belts : 
Only, if one prove addled, that he eates 
With fuperftition, as the Cream of meates. 
The Cock and Hen he feeds j but not a bone 
He ever pickt, as yet, of any one. 

A Hymne to the Graces. 

WHen I love, (as fbme have told. 
Love I fhall when I am old) 
O ye Graces ! Make me fit 
For the welcoming of it. 
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Clean my Roomes, as Temples be, 
T' entertain that Deity. 
Give me words wherewith to wooe. 
Suppling and fucceffefuU too : 
Winning poftures ; and withall. 
Manners each way muficall : 
Sweetneffe to allay my fowre 
And unfmooth behaviour. 
For I know you have the fkill 
Vines to prune, though not to kill. 
And of any wood ye fee, 
You can make a Mercury. 



To Silvia. 

NO more, my Silvia^ do I mean to pray 
For thofe good dayes that ne'r will 
I want beliefe ; O gentle Silvia^ be [s 

The patient Saint, and fend up vowes for m< 



Upon Blanch. Epig. 

I Have feen many Maidens to have haire ; 
Both for their comely need, and feme to i 
But Blanch has not fo much upon her head. 
As to bind up her chaps when (he is dead. 
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Upon Umber. Epig. 

UMber was painting of a Lyon fierce, 
And working it, by chance from Umbers Erfe 
Flew out a crack, fo mighty, that the Fart, 
(As Umber fweares) did make his Lyon ftart. 

The Poet hath loft his Pipe. 

I Cannot pipe as I was wont to do. 
Broke is my Reed, hoarfe is my finging too : 
My wearied Oat He hang upon the Tree, 
And give it to the Silvan Deitie» 



w 



^rue Friend/hip. 

lit thou my true Friend be ? 
Then love not mine, but me. 



^he Apparition of his Miftrejfe calling him 
to Elizium. 

Defunt nonnulla 

COme then, and like two Doves with filv'rie 
wings. 
Let our foules flie to'the'fliades, where ever fpringS 
Sit finiling in the Meads j where Balme and Oile, 
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Rofei and Cuflta crown tho untilPd foyle. 

Where no difeafe raigncii or infection comei 

To bUft the Aire, but Jmhr-gr^ic^ and Oumt, 

ThiHi that, and o\'ry I'hicket doth tranrpire 

More fweeti then Stirax from the hallowed fire : 

Where ey'ry tree a wealthy Iflue bearea 

Of fragrant Applea, blulhing Plums, or Pearti: J 

And all the (hrubfii with fparkling fpangleti (hew 

Like Morning-Sun-(hine tinfilling the dew. 

Here in green Meddoweii ftti eternall May, 

Purfling the Margenti, while perpetuall Day 

So double gildi the Aire, aa that no night 

Can ever ruft th'Enamel of the light. 

Here, naked Younglingi handfome Stripling! run ( 

Their (Joaleii for V irginn kiflen \ which when done, 

Then unto Dancing forth the learned Round 

Commixt they meet, with endleiTe Rofea crown'd. 

And here we'l fit on Primrofe-banka^ and fee 

Love's Cbirus led by CupUi and weM bf 

Two loving followers too unto the Grove, 

Where Poets fing the ftories of our love. 

There thou (halt hear Divine Mufmut Ang 

Of H$n^ and L9^ni$r i then He bring 

Thee to the Stand, where honoured H%m$r readei 

His Odifm^ and his high Iliads. 

About whofe Throne the crowd of Poeta throng 

To heare the incantation of his tongue : 

lo Z/wMi, then to Pindar i and that done. 

He bring thee Htrrick to Jnacri^n^ 

Quaffing his fuU-crown'd bowles of burning Wine, 
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And In his Raptures fpeaking Lines of Thine^ 
Like to His rubje<St ; and as his Frantick- 
Looks, fhew him truly Bacchanalian like, 
Befmear'd with Grapes j welcome he (hall thee 

thither, 
Where both may rage, both drink and dance to- 
Then ftately Virgil^ witty Ovid^ by [gether. 
Whom faire Corinna fits, and doth comply 
With Yvorie wrifts, his Laureat head, ami fteepi 
His eye in dew of kifles, while he fleeps. 
Then foft Catullus^ (harp-fang'd Martial^ 
And towring Lucan^ Horace^ yuvinal^ 
And Snakie Perfeus^ thefe, and thofe, whom Rage 
(Dropt for the jarres of heaven) fill'd t'engage 
All times unto their frenzies ; Thou fhalt there 
Behold them in a fpacious Theater. 
Among which glories, crown'd with facred Bayes, 
And flatt'ring Ivie, Two recite their Plaies, 
Beumont and Fletcher^ Swans, to whom all eares 
Liften, while they, like Syrens in their Spheres, 
Sing their Evadne ; and ftill more for thee 
There yet remaines to know, then thou can*ft fee 
By glim'ring of a fancie : Doe but come, 
And there He fhew thee that capacious roome 
In which thy Father Johnfon now is plac't. 
As in a Globe of Radiant fire, and grac't 
To be in that Orbe crown'd, that doth include 
Thofe Prophets of the former Magnitude, 
And he one chiefe ; But harke, I heare the Cock^ 
The Bell-man of the night, proclaime the clock 
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Of late ftruck one ; and now I fee the prime 
Of Day break from the pregnant Eaft, 'ds time 
I vanifh ; more I had to fay ; 
But Night determines here, Away. 



Life is the Bodies Light. 

Life is the Bodies light ; which once declining, 
Thofe crimfon clouds i'th*cheeks & lips leave 
fhining. 
Thofe counter-changed Tabbies in the ayre. 
The 3un once fet, all of one colour are. [place, 
So, when Death comes, Frejh tin£fures lofe their 
And difmall Darknefle then doth fmutch the hct^ 



Upon Urles. Epig. 

URles had the Gout fo, that he coM not ftand j 
Then from his Feet, it fliifted to his Hand : 
When 'twas in's Feet, his Charity was fmall ; 
Now tis in's Hand, he gives no Almes at all. 



Upon Franck. 

^Ranck ne'r wore fdk {he fweares ; but I reply, 
She now weares filk to hide her blood-fhot eye* 
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Love lightly f leafed. 

LEt faire or foule my Miftrefle be. 
Or low, or tall, (he pleafeth me : 
Or let her walk, or ftand, or fit. 
The pofture hers, I'm pleasM with it. 
Or let her tongue be ftUl, or ftir, 
Gracefull is ev'ry thing from her. 
Or let her Grant, or elfe Deny, 
My Love will fit each Hijlorie. 



The Primrofe. 

ASke me why I fend you here 
This fweet Infanta of the yeere ? 
Afke me why I fend to you 
This Primrofe, thus bepearlM with dew ? 

I will whifper to your eares. 
The fweets of Love are mixt with tears. 

Afk me why this flower do's fliow 
So yellow-green, and fickly too ? 

Afk me why the ftalk is weak 
And bending, yet it doth not break ? 

I will anfwer, Thefe difcover 
What fainting hopes are in a Lover. 
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The Xythe. To the Bride. 

IF nii^e times you your Bride-groofne kifle ; 
The tenth you know the Parfbns is. 
Pay then your Tythe ; and doing thus, 
Prove in your Bride-bed numerous. 
If children you have ten, Sir y^hn 
Won't for bis tenth part a(k you one. 

A Frolick. 

BRing me my Rofe-buds, Drawer, come ; 
So, while I thus fit crownM ; 
He drink the aged Cecubum^ 

Untill the roofe turne round. 



Change common to alL 

ALL things fubjefted are to Fate ; 
Whom this Morne fees moft fortunate, 
The Ev'ning fees in poore eftate. 

To Julia. 

THe Saints-bell calls ; and, Julia j I muft re 
The Proper Leflbns for the Saints now dea 
To gracfe which Service, Julia^ there fliall be 
One Holy Colle£f^ faid or fung for Thee. 
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Dead when thou art, Deare Julia^ thou (halt have 
A Tentrall fung by Virgins o*re thy Grave : 
Meane time we two will fing the Dirge of thefc ; 
Who dead, deferve our beft remembrances. 



No Luck in Love. 

I Doe love I know not what ; 
Sometimes this, & fbmetimes that : 
All conditions I aime at. 

But, as lucklefle, I have yet 
Many fhrewd difafters met. 
To gaine her whom I wo*d get. 

Therefore now He love no more. 

As I've doted heretofore : 

He who muft be, fhall be poore. 



In the Darke none dainty. 

Night hides our thefts; all faults then par- 
doned be: 
All are alike feire, when no fpots we fee. 
Lais and Lucrece^ in the night time are 
Pleafmg alike j alike both fmgular : 
Jone^ and my Lady have at that time one, 
One and the felfe-fame priz'd complexion. 
Then pleafe alike the Pewter and the Plate ; 
The chofen Rubie^ and the Reprobate. 
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A Char me ^ or an Allay for Love. 

IF fo be a Toad be laid 
In a Sheeps-fkin newly flaid. 
And that ty'd to man 'twil fever 
Him and his afFeftions ever. 

Upon a free Maid^ with a foule Breath. 

YOu fay you'l kifs me, and I thanke you for it : 
But ftinlpng breath, I do as hell abhorre it. 



w 



Upon Coone. Epig. 

Hat is the reafon Coone fo dully fmels ? 
His Nofe is over-cool'd with Ificles. 



To his Brother in Law Mafter John 
Wingfield. 

FOr being comely, confonant, and free 
To moft of men, but moft of all to me : 
For fo decreeing, that thy clothes expence 
Keepes ftill within a juft circumference : 
Then for contriving fo to loade thy Board, 
As that the Meffes ne'r o'r-laid the Lord : 
Next for Ordaining, that thy words not fwell 
To any one unfoh^r fy liable. 
Thefe I co'd praife thee for beyond another, 
Wert thou a Winckfield onely, not a Brother. 
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The Head-ake. 

MY head doth ake, 
O Sappho! take 
Thy fiUit, 
And bind the paine ; 
Or bring fome bane 
To kUl it. 

But leffe that part, 
Then my poore heart, 

Now is fick : 
One kifle from thee 
Will counfell be. 

And Phyfick. 

On Himfelfe. 

Live by thy Mufe thou fhalt ; when others die. 
Leaving no Fame to long Pofterity : 
When Monarchies tranf-fhifted are, and gone ; 
Here fhall endure thy vaft Dominion. 

Upon a Maide. 

HEnce a blefled foule is fled. 
Leaving here the body dead : 
Which, fince here they can't combine, 
For the Saint, we'I keep the Shrine. 
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Upon Spalt. 

F Puflies Spalt has fuch a knotde race, 
He needs a Tucker for to burle his face. 

Of Home, a Comb-maker. 

Ome fells to others teeth ; but has not one 
To grace his own Gums, or of Box, or bon 

Upon the trouhlejome ^imes. 

! Times moft bad, 
Without the fcope 
Of hope 
Of better to be had ! 



o 



Where {hall I goe. 
Or whither run 
To fliun 
This publique overthrow ? 

No places are 
(This I am fure) 
Secure 
In this our wafting Warre. 

Some ftorms w'ave paft j 
Yet we muft all 
Down fall. 
And perifh at the laft. 



N 
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Cruelty baje in Commanders. 

Othing can be more loathfome, then to fee 
Power conjoyn'd with Natures Crueltie. 



Upon a Jowre-breath Lady. Epig. 

^le, (quoth my Lady) what a ftink is here ? 
When 'twas her breath that was the Carrionen. 



Upon Lucia. 

IAfkt my Lucia but a kiffe ; 
And fhe with fcorne denyM me this : 
Say then, how ill fho'd I have iped, 
Had I then afkt her Maidenhead ? 



Little and loud. 

Ittle you are ; for Womans fake be proud ; 
^ For my fake next, (though little) be not loud. 



H 



Ship-wrack. 

E, who has fufFer'd Ship-wrack, feares to faile 
Upon the Seas, though with a gentle gale. 
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Paines without Profit. 

ALong-lifes-day I've taken paines 
For very little, or no gaines : 
The Ev'ning's come ; here now He ftop, 
And work no more ; but fliut up Shop. 
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